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CHARLES 1 
| "EARL of * wah - 
DORSET and MIDDLESEX, |} 
\ . Lord Chamberlain of His Majeſty's Houſhold, 


' Lord Licutenant of" Syfſex ; and"one of the 
; moſt Honourable Privy Council. 


. 1 MY LORDy*- bes 
- 'F Who have been fo long and ſo continually oblig'd 
g © your® Lordſhip, hot kent Occafions * ” 3 
** knowledging your Favour and Bounty to me, and 
cannot be ſen of. the late great - Honour you have 
done "me, in making me the Ling” Servant ; but muſt 
publiſh my Gratitude for that, and. all the reſt of the , * 
great Obligations Thaw receivd. Your Lordſhip not 
only makes -uſe of your own Power, but of that which .  \ 
the'King has entruſted you with, to do good to Man- © _* 
* kind, which you ver delighted in. | And as I am apt 
to believe,. that no Man. bad Ever a-great Officeicon- 
ferrd upon him "th more Favour from*his Prince, 
[OF out well afjred 0 Mgn oves receiv'd one. with 4 
regremgeneral ng of the People. than your Lordjhips, 
*Not his but the Service of ſo.Grrat and Gractous a 
pl 'v ©. A 2 King, y 
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f geen The Epiftic Dcdicatory. 
' King , who ſo miraculouſly redeem'd us, and fance 
makes all our Intereſts his own, could recompence you 
for the happy Retirement you might enjuy, and 
wherein you ſo much delight. - | 
This Play, « my Lord , I humbly ſubmigz;to your _ 
Lordjhips Fudgment. I can write nothing worthy of 
your Acceptance z but I hope your Lordfrs will prue 
Jome Indulgence to this, j Raſ'* was Written during 
eight Months painful Sickneſs, wherein all the ſeveral 
Days in which I was able to Write any part of. 4 
Scene, amuunted not to. one Month, ' except ſome. few + \ 
which were employ'd in indiſpenſable Bunk This - 
rs indeed no Excuſe in any one who does not Write for+ | 
Nereſſities of Life $6 ; | 
T he Play has met with a Kind Reception from all - 
for ought I bear,but ſome of- rhe late Loyal Poets,above 
Whoſe Cenſure T eſteem my ſelf ; .and from Jome who 
are ſtill Jo fond of the Doftrine of PaſſiyeObcdicnce  ' 
' and Non-reſiftance , that they think it a Profana- 
tion to bring the very words into a Comedy.» 
Theſe are ſo weak to. miſtake that for » a Pont, o 
De = is —- 4 Sos La - and jk. L c 
the moſt vigorous Maintainers of that Doftrine, have. 
ſeen their Errour, and not* only left. of prof . 


but have wiſely and juſtly Contraditted it in their Pra-' 


-, * thice,. 


_____ The Epiſtle Dedicatory. . 
Tice, —bj-affifting-towards -our late wonder ful Delroe- 
rance. And ſure therg is no-need of any great meaſure 
of und ſt anging to find out, that, (ber rha Gorpatt on 
which 30vernment 1s founded is broken, and thoſe very 
Laws leſtroy'd, which. were made to ſecure the People 
in ther Eſtates, Liberty and Religion,the' Law of Na- 
ture-nuſk take place, which not only permits,” but obs. 
hges Mankypd to Self-defence. Lact 

I rever«could Recant in the worſt of Tunes, when 
my Kune was defign'd, and my Life was ſought, and 
for rear Tem years I was kept from the exerciſe of. 
that ProfeJſion which had a; orded me a competent 
Subjpſtencey and ſurely I fhrll not now dv it, when there 
is a Liberty of. Jpeakevg Common Sence, which tho" not” 
long face forbidden, 1s now grown Current.” _ 

lf f L q beg your” Loraſhip's Pardon 'for the tYOu- 
ble of this Epiſtle, who am, dps 


MT LORD, | 
—— - Your Lordſhip's moſt Obliged 
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: of _— D "_ Humble Sefvant;: 
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Dramm A 'Perlonee: 


Lord Bellamy, Mr. Betteron. 
Mr. W1ldyſh, | Mr. Mownthyrt. 
Mr. Oldwit, | Mr. Underhill, 
Sir Humph. Noddy, Mr. Nonkes. 
Mr. Trim, Fo 1, 'Mr. Bowman. 
La Roch, _ "> Mr, Leigh: 
Valet to Mr. W1ldiſh, ” Mr. Bohen. 
Charles, Page to my Lord Bellamy, __ Mrs. Butter, 


Lady Fantaſt,-Wife to Mr. Oldwit, Mrs. Cory... 


Mrs. Fantaſt , Daughter to my Lady | 
Fantaſt by. a Former Husband, Mrs. Boutell. 


Mrs. Gertrude, Oldwit's: Danghtes by 
a former Wife, 
Luce, Mrs. Fantaſt's Women. * 
Four Ladies. 
Butter. ; ; | 
Nicolas, Servant'to'La Roch." 149! * : 4 ; 
Page to La Roch. ; | 
Milliner, Perfumer, Hoſier, Goldſmith, TIndian-Gown Max, 
two Jack: Puddings. Gingerbread-Womanz Fruit Women, 
Country Fellows and Wenches , Conflable and his Guard, 
| Servants and Footmen. | wo ; 


" SCENE &, EDMUNDS-BURY. 


Mis: Moubifore: . 
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0 what hard Laws you Comich Writers bind, 
YT Whomuſt at every turn new humour find ; 
Tho the greit Maſters of the former Age, 
Had all the choice of humour for the Stage : 
And they that plenteous Harveſt reap'd ſo clean, 
, Their Sweceſſors can little elſe bat glean. 
Frolick, ang Cockwood yet were good and new, 
And the Piain-dealer, aydSir Foplin you C 
Have ſen, and juſtly have applauded too. 
Our Author ſome new hkmour did produce, 
But look mt for an unexhayſted Cruſe. 
The task each dgy y=_w harder than before ; 
For as good Poets have brought forth great ſtore, 
Fellow; of no Genius, with much T oil, 
till Sweat for humour, which they always ſpoil : 
d by their hints good Comick Pens prevent, 
s Whelps FFanch Fownds, by foyling of © the ſcent. 
heſt wretched Poetitos, who got praiſe 
or writing mefF confounded Loyal Plays, 
Vith viler; courſer Jeſts than at Bear-Garden, 
ad fillyGrabſtreer Songs worſe than Tom Farthing, 
if any Noble Patriot did excel © ©” 
is own; aud Country's Rights defending well, 
beſe pong vers were ſtraight hod on to bark, 
n the ing Man to ſet a mark. 
"14 #etb, fawning Paraſites and Knaves, 
mce they were ſuch, would have all others Slaves. 
(was precious Loyalty that was thought fit 
' attone for want of Honeſty and Wit. 
5 0 wonder Common Sence was all cryd down, 
> Wd Noiſe and Nonſence, ſwagger d thre the Town. 
Author then oppreſt, Seald have you know it, 
Vas Silenc'd for a Non-conformiſt Poet : 
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PROLOGU E 


* Spoken by Mr. Mountfort. 
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11 thoſe hard times he bore the utmoſt teſt, 
And now he Swears he's Loyal as the beſt. 

Now Sirs, fince Common Sence has won the day, 
Be kind to this, as to his laſt years Play. 

His Friends ood firmly to him when diſtreſs'd ; 
Te hopes the number is not now decreas'd : 

- He found eſteem from thoſe Wt valued moſt, 
Proud of his Friends, he of his Foes could boaſt. 
To all you, Bury Sparks, he bid-me ſay 

That every Part is Fiction in his Play ; 
Particular RefleRions there are none, 

Our Poet knows not one in all your Town. - 

If any has ſo very little Wit 

To think a Fop's dreſs can his Perſon fit, 


E'en let him take it, and make much of it. 


BURYFAIR 


ACT. I SCENE L 


— 


At 


Wildiſh and bis Valet dreſſing bim, 


Val. cr YT OW I hope, Sir, you will acknowledge you ſee _a ſweet Town, 
clean, and finely Scituated, in a delicate Air; here I was Born, 
ee Sen, yd pon of 

4d, T hus every Coxcomb is big with the praite of the Coun 
and Place of his Nativity. | a " 

Val. All the World ſays as much of St, Edmand's Bury. 

Wild. There is indeed ſome 'Truth in this ; but *tis not thou, but the Town, 
is in the right : for thou wou'dſt have recommended the Air of the worſt Town 
in the Hundreds of Eſſex, had'ſt thou Suck'd thy firſt breath in it, as thou ſayeſt, 
But one thing I can tell of thy Town, That it can produce a Blockhead. 

Val. You may ſay what you pleaſe of me, Sir, but there are ſo many fine 
Gentlemen and ies, ſo Gallant, and fo well bred, we call it little London ; 
and it oyt-does St; James's Square, and all the Squares, in Dreſſing and Breed- 
" ing; nay, even the Court it lelf, under the Roſe, 

Wild. 1 doubt not, but they are given to.out-do, as all Imitators are, 

Val. Well, you London Wits, will never give any Man, nor any thing, a 
good Word, Tk. 

Wild. You impudent Raſcal ! Wit, ſay you ! What, do you call me Names ? 
I had as leive be call'd a Pick-pocket, as a Wit., A Wit is always a M 
idle, Waggiſh Fellow, of no Underſtanding : Parts indeed he has, but , 
had better be without 'em ; Your ſolid Fop is-a beter Man ; he'll be Diligent 
and Fawning, always in the way, and with his Bleckhead do his buſineſs at 
laſt; but your Wit will cither neglect all apo_—_ for Pleaſure, or. if he 
brings his. buſineſs into a hopeful way, he will laugh at, or draw his Wit up- 
ay i great Man or other; and ſpoil all. | 

Val. Wou'd | were a Wit for all that. But' to give. you an Example of the 
Wit and Breeding of our Town ; __Y the Lady Faxref, and her Page. 
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Wild. The moſt perpetual, impertinent, pratling, conceited, affeted Jades, 
that ever plagu'd Mankind. 

Val. Mietcy on me ! Impertinent ! Why, they're the Flower of Bury. ls 
not the young Lady a Beauty too? 

Fill. 1 muſt confeſs, Gol has given her one good Face; but by her moſt 
inſupportable AﬀeCtation, ſhe ſcrews it into twenty bad ones. She. has naturally 
a good Complexion, becoming good Features x and ſhe, by Aft, makes her 
Face look like a new White Wall with a Red Lettice. 

Val. 1 hope, you'll grant Mr. Olwis is a fine Facetious, Witty, Old Gen- 
tleman, my Lady Fantaſt's Husband. | 

IVild. Almoſt as arrant an Aſs, as thou art, He is a paltry Old-faſhion'd 
Wit, and Punner of the laſt Age; that pretends to have been one of Ben Fob. 
ſen's Sons, and to have ſeen Plays at the: Blackfryers. | 

Val. You'll be Ston'd in the Streets, bir, if you talk thus in- Bury, I war- 
rant, you will not allow Sir Humphrey Noddy to be a Wit, and a fine Gentleman. 

Wild. A Blunt, Noiſy, Laughing, Roaring, Drinking Fellow ; as trouble. 
ſore as a Monky, aud as Witleſs as a Jackdaw. - He is, at beſt, but a Wag, 

Val. Well, Sir, fay what you pleaſe, he is a fine Gentleman, and will 
make a Man burſt a Vein to keep him Company ; he has Wit at will, that's 
certain, .. 

Wild. If the Rogue had no more Money at will, he'd dye in a Ditch. | 

Val. Will no body at Bury pleaſe you ? What think yon of Mr, Trim? he's 
4cconared the fine!t Gentleman in all Buy, for Breeding and Civility, and 
the like, | | 

Wild. Now you have hit on't : He is a moſt Compleat, and finiſh'd Fop: Na- 
tyre has not been negligent, nor Act been Idle, in his Compoſition... Hes very 
Wiſe, Reſerv'd, full of Fortns, and empty of Subſtance ; all Ceremony, and 
ro Sence : more tronbleſomly ill-bred with his Formality, than a High-ſhoo'd 
Peaſant with his Roughneſs, Sir Noddy and he are two excellent Fops in 
Conſort ! : , 

Val, Fops! Mercy upon me ! You will be accounted a Mad-man, if you 
talk thus at Bury. . 

Wild. Yes, among Fools. 

- Val. Why, they are thoſe that carry all the Town before 'em. 

Wild. No'doubt on't, I'never knew a Town yet, wherein the 
carry all before 'em: They are a numerous, Impudent, and Noily Party; 
while the Wiſe and Ingenious are Few, Modeſt and Reſery'd. There are 
Men of Wit, Honour, and w— and Women of great Wit, , and 
Ingenuity, and Well-bred too, in this Town, which is really a fweet Town ; 
but theſe pretend to nothing : Your pretenders never have any thing in *em. 

; Prter My. Trim. p 

Val. Hold, Sir, here is Mr. Trim. 

Trim, Sweet Mr. Wildifh: 1am your moſt humble Servant ; and canot 
hut congratulate thoſe auſpicious Stars that brought you bither, to render this 
Town, and your Friends in it, happy by Jann! wy" CTrim fand: jetts 

Wd. You do me Honour, Sir, ave bis Bane, and bowing all rhe while 

| \ Trim. 


do not 


Cc 
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| by y 
will add to the wonted gay 
Wild. You aſtoniſh me, your moſt admirable Addreſs, and Complai. 
ſance : and I think there lives not, amaag the race of Mankind,” a perſon more 
skilful in all Decencies of Behaviour, i of Expreſhion, Geſtures of 
Body, Modulations of Voice, and all t Arts of Modiſh Gallantry, which 
might render 8 man the Mirror of Courts, and the Wonder and -Examplc of all 
. A pax oa this Fool in a Frame ! 
on both ſides! Oh how their Tongues are hung ! 


other places. 

Vol. Rarel 

Wild, Be d to ſit. | 

Trims. Oh Lord, Sir, while you are on your Feet ! Sure 1 can never live to 
be blotted with that odious Solceciſm in Mannerss -Nay, Sir, I beſeech yau, 

They ſit dows ; but Trim frives to ſu downlaf. 

Wild. Sir, you will catch cold. Wildiſh make: figns to put bis Hat on, and 

Trim, | had rathercatch any thing, takes bis own wp. Trim frives again who 
than the infamy of ilt Breedi (ball put on bis Hat laſt. be, "# 

Wild. Well, Sir, how Affairs at Rwry ? | 

Trim, - Singularly well,-.Sir ; the amenity of our Scituation, together with 
the equal Temperature of the Climate, produces jo us that ſerenity of Mind, 
that Bury ſeems to be the Habitation of the Graces and the Muſes. 

Wild. Eury indeed ferns tobe the Scene of Beauty, Wir and Breeding. 

Trim. *'T1s a great Honour to us, 'to hear this pronounc'd by a Perſon, who 
is no leſs Eminent in Wit, than celebrated far Humanity, and Decency of 
Deportment. . 

Wild. A Fox on this Puppy / Two ſuch more, wou'd drive me out of 
Bury, before | ſee my Miſtreſs the Creature of the World 1 am moſt paſſio- 
nately in Love with. 

Txim. You, that make ſo-noble a Figure among the nimble and quick Spi- 
rits of the Age, and are ſuch a Top Wit, [that all Eng/avd rings out your 
Fame ! - 

Wild. Pr'y thee, Mr. Trim, what e're you do, don't call me a Wit ; 'tis 

for nathing in this Age, but-to undo aMan: I ſhall be hunted for a Wild 
. But pray, what Lady rides Admiral here at Bury ?- 
. Trim. O.Lord | whodhou'd,. but Fang, the ſweet Lady Favtaf's 
Daughter? a Paragon of Beauty, anda Mirror of Wit and. Breeding ! at gact 
the ovy and Wander of. the Sex 80d get She. bears the Flag.of Wir gnd 
| 2 


Breeding 


| 


(4) be be | 
Breeding on the main Topſail of her Beauty. (A pretty Trope ! Afide) 

Wild. How does Mr. ei young Daughter ? 1 ſaw her in Londen laſt 
Eafter-Term : She is the prettieſt Charming Creature my Eyes ever beheld ! 

Trim. She is indeed a pretty Bud of _ and if ſhe Bloſſoms under the 
Sun-ſhine of my Lady Fentaft's Favour, and her Daughters Example, ſhe will 
flouriſh ; otherwiſe not. 

Wild. Very conciſe and dogmatical. Aſide, You are & great Servant of 
Mrs. Fantaſt's. To bim. $55*c3 
IE 7rim. 1, 1am her humble Admirer, her Adorer : I call her Dorinds, and ſhe 
honours me with the name of Exgenine. 1 viſit her daily. 

Wild. Nick-names and Viſits ! then there's ſomewhat more between you, 
Waith Mr. Trim. ; Fw 

Trim, Upon my Honour, nothing but a certain creeping correſpondence ; a 


| Converſation that favours ſomewhat of Gallantry, mix'd now and then with 


Ombre, Crimp, Comet, or Incertain ; and ſometimes we read an Author, or fo, 

Wild. Or fo ! Hark in your Ear, S i 
Trim. Sir, I amaſtoniſh'd to think I ſhoud be obnoxious to that Infelicity to 
be ſo miſtaken : and | muſt tell you, Sir, 1 ſcorn your words. 

Wild. 1 did not think it had been a Diſhonour to a man to lye with a pretty 
woman, | 

Trim. I woud not for the whole World : Nor ever did. Miſtake me not, un- 
leſs I were Married, 

Wild. What a Devil do we all run after *em, and keep 'em company for, and 
Dance, and play the Fool, but in ordine ad ? 

Trim. | viſit all the Ladies for their Converſation, for the excellence of 
their Converſation: , 

Wild. Converſation ! That is ſo frivolous, were not to be born, but for 
ſomething elſe that ſhall be nameleſs : and I! tell = one thing, Mr. Trim, 
That any Woman you keep company with, who not think you have a 
mind to lye with her, willnever _— ou, to my knowledge, | 

Trim. "Their Converſation does infinitely tranſcend mens, | aſſure you + I 
have ſtudy'd the Sex. 

Wild. Vil tell you one thing more : That you muſt never be alone with a 
Woman, but you muſt offer, or ſhe knows you care not for her ; Five to one- 
but ſhe grants : But if ſhe does not care for you, but denies, ſhe's certain by 
that you care for her, and will eſteem you the better ever after. * \ 

Trim, Oh uncharitable Sentence ! 

Wild. Come, you and 111 ſup together, 'and be merry ; and two or three 
Bottles will make you freer, and more © ed. | 

Trim. | never Sup : We of the better Rank never Sup, at Bury. 

mo FR not Sup ! mh pas ; _ | 

rim. No. Enter My. Oldwit Sir Humphrey N ealmy m. 

Wild. Nor drink a Lottle ? ; : 2 Y f | 

Trim, Never between Meals: We do indeed divert our ſelyes with ſome 
Milk-Pottage in the Everting ; that's all. CFR 

Sir Ham. Now, now this Rogues my Rival ; 1 ſhall Teaſe by UTR | 


done with him. 


Oldw. Sir Humphrey, forbear ; 1 pray forbear : You'll be the of me. . 

Wild. How now ? what, will not this Fool cat the other Fool over the Pate? 
Shall I have no Sport with 'em? -, . 

. Of4. I ſhall break a Vein, if 1 keep” you company, you arch Wag you. 
Mr. Widiſh, 1 am come to kiſs your : you are welcome to Bury-Fair, 

Wild. Sir, 1 am your molt humble Servant : you honone me with this Viſit. 

Sir Hum, Dear Ned, let me kiſs thee ! - Ah, Ned,” that night 1 ſaw thee at 
Newmarket ! . | 

Wild. Which was the firſt night 1 ever ſaw the Puppy. 

Sir Hum. | ſhall never forget it. Ah, 'twas the merrieſt Night ! [aſide. 

Wild. Ay, "twas ſo: we-talk'd of nothing but Cocks, Dogs, and Horſes. 

Sir Hwm. Not a word. 'Twas the braveit Night! But I was too hard for, 
and -out vapourt all the Jockeys and Cockers ; and. after that I hunted over a 
bottle. Here Jowler; hey Vers! and we roared (© till four in the-Morning ; 
that, Gad take me, between you and me, 1 was deaf on both Ears for three 
weeks after; 1 have ſcarce recover'd one Ear yet, I would give Fifty pound 
for ſuch another night. : 

Trim. Sir, 1 tell you, your Deportment is very undecent, and favours 
much of ill Breeding : And I-wou'd deſire you wou'd pleaſe to explain your 
ſelf, in this particular, | | 

Sir Hum. Puh ! Waggery, meer Waggery. Dear Jack, kiſs me : Ho- 
neſt Fack, 1 love to be familiar with my Friends. Fack, Fack, dear Fack-! 
nowns Jack! * -* ...8 a 0] 

Trim: Pack, Fack, Fack! Familiar! I muſt tell you, Sir, 1 cannot brook 
the R your Demeanour ;- the wences whereof may produce 
thoſe ceffelts, as may not be'agreeable to thoſe cies requir'd in Converſa- 
tion. But 1 ſhall at preſent take my leave, - and viſit Ladies, Sir, 1 kiſs your 
Wild. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 

Trim. Mn, Oldwit, | am your moſt faithful Servant. 

Old. Your Servant, ' ſweet Mr. Zrim. Well, Sir Humphrey Noddy, go thy 
ways; : thou art the Archeſt - Wit and Wag ! 1 mult forſwear thy Company : 
thowlt kill me elſe. 

Sir Hum,  Hang't, a pox on't, what is this World worth, without wit, and 
waggery, and Mirth ? 1 love to be merry. 

Wild. on him z his Mirth is the melancholieſt thing in the world. \ efide. 
', Sin Hum: You, ſaw, | Me. Wildiſh, how:1 run down Fellows at Newmarket, 
with my Jeſts: and my Tricks : - They, took/ me for a Put; but 1 out- 
roar'd-'e all, ifaith, and cou'd have put them -all in a  Moulſc-bole: 
; Fild. How does my Lord, your dear Friend, and Patron”? - | 

Sir- Hum, Oh, Sir, his ipis in good Health, . He is no body without 
we Man: he loves Wit, and good. y; Ill tell you, HM tell you 
Now we ſhall ſome Wit and Waggery 1.7 + 
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| , 58 Ham, 'T'other day we were aHunting, 190d 84 cold ont; one of tis 
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Geritlemen being alighted, ftood bya Plaſh of Water : I ſneak'd behind, and ” 

puſh'd him, | yow to Gad, up to the Knees. [Oldwit 5s big with © 

Old. Good, Good : Ha, ha, ha. x , then roars out. 

© Sir, Hum. Ha, ha, ha. Burt, ifyou had-then his Lordidip : the Water 

trickled down his Honours Cheeks : then one Feremy ſtood ſtaring ; 1 called him 

loudly and ſuddenly, and heldmy Fingers thus: he turn'd faddealy, and hit his 
Noſe ſuch a Bump, that allthe Blood guſhed out. Ha, ha, ha. | 

O14. Look youthere : Ha, ha. ha, Well, well. 

Sir Hum. But if you had ſeen his Honour Chuckle and Laugh, till he was 
black in the Face ! I twirl'd another Fellows Hat over a little River, that was 
not Navigable ; and he was forc'd to go a Mile about to fetch it : I thought 
my Lord wou'd have kill'd himſelf! He deſired me at laſt to forbear ; he was 
not able to endure it. 

Wild. My Lord is a very merry Man. by 

Sir Hum. Ay, Gad take me, as any's upon the face of 'theEarth. But, how 
goes VVit at London ? . 

Old. You are the chief Genius, the high V Vit of the Age. 

Wild. Prithee, Mr. Oldwit, lay not that to iny charge ; you had as good 
accuſe me of Felony. 

Old. Nee talk of that, your Pen has betray'd you; and we look upon you 
here, to be the choiceſt VVit of the Times. | 

Sir Hum. And, i'faith, we can ſhow you VVit at Bury too. | 

Wild. VVhat, a Devil, you wont make a VVit of me, infſpight of my Teeth, 
will you ? | 

012. No, Nature has made you a VVit. VVhy do you'take it ill. ? 1 think 
it the greateſt Honour can be done to a Man. I my ſelf, ſimple as '{ ftand 
here, was a VVit in the laſt Age: 1 was created Ben on's Son, inthe 
Apollo. | knew Fleteber, my Friend Fletcher, and his Maid : VVell, 11 


\ 


ſhall never forget him, 1 have Supp'd with him, ar this Houſe, on the 
He lov'd a fat Loyn of Pork of all things in the V Vorld : and Foan,his Maid, hatl 
hep Beerglaſs of Sack ; and we all kiſsd her, i'faith, and were as merry as paid, 

VVild. This was enough to make any Man a V Vit. , L 

Old. Puh ! this was nothing: 1 was-@Critick at Blackfriers ; but:atConmbridge 
none {o great as I, with Fack Cleaveland: But Tom Randol and | werg Hand and 
Glove : Tom was a brave Fellow ; the moſt Natural Poet / | 

mw —_ They were brave Fellows,. but you VYns now a days, out-top , 
them all. 

Vid. Zounds, I will have nothing todo- with VVit, 1 tell you? 

O!d. Pſhaw, pſhaw ! but I was talling you, you have ſeers many: pretty 
things, that were written in thoſe Times, that wero mine. ' For: : \'One 
Mr. Murial, a Fellow of 'Pembroke« Hall, tad a Horſe dyed ; 1 writ this upan in. 

Now Cruel Mors | | 
Has ta'n the Horſe 


Te gy .0 , al . WiC) 
® Come to bis Burial. 


_— 
Ha! hum! hum? Nay, I was good at Epits both of Man and Beat; 
Sir Hum. Ha, ba, ha ; admirable good, (orgy Nye 
VPild. VVhy, this was V Vit all over! You wen mann VVit! 
O14. And that Tranſlation too was mine. 
Mitrny im aiſeo mibi Piſcis ab Archiepiſco / 
Po, non ponarey quis porn now mibi datur. 


I ſent a Fiſh [ Sir Hum. ſneaks bebind, aud 


VVas not that Lucky? Ha ? humh ? anon ? 

Wild. Moſt incomparable : 

Old. 1 was ſuch a Rakehell, Iwou'd needs be a Wits My Friends ſoon per- 
ceiv'd 1 cou'd not be a Divine; ſo they ſent me to the Inns of Court, and there, 
faith, } 61 9 the Court with Libels and Lampoons ; my Wit was (q bitter, 
1 ſcap'd Pillory very narrowly, between you and 1. But then, for good 
Language, and ſtyong Lines, none out did me. b 

—p w_ , thou wert a moſt Plaguy Wit indeed ! 

aith : and the Poets were fo in awe of me ! I I 
_ © deotit biting Fellow : VVhy, we had a couple of your Pocts here : Sig 

Honglroy, and 1 made nothing of tm, i faith. 
Gad take me; they were but ſilly Fellows: and yet, they ay, 

| they were Cock Poets. 

| wild. That very well be : wehave Poets, as pretty Fops as any about 
Town ; and are fitter for Subjets of Comedies, than Authors of any thing, * 
TOYS. ons er EI Lu 

Sery. Sir, my is come to 'Town : and my y me te 

you, Mien dhe Frebpre— nn 

Old. Ha! -my Lord-come to Bury ! Gad forgive me, what's the matter? ha? 
| VVild. VVbat's this? what, are we link'd cogether ? * . 

Old. Oh, you wag, you wag; this is Sir Euwpbrey! Ha, ha, ba, Yout: 
y-rtg never five over. F. 

Oid. Go home * "1 Gdow you. 


| Mr, Wd, pray Honour op Houle at Diner, 


{ Exit Servant. 


my great Friend. 
Old. You ſhall have Sir 003 ifanh, we'l-be merry, and turn the 
Houſe out he a rs _ 
Sir Hum. ] - rao Roar exceedingly. 
Ol Your humble Servant | 
Sir Hum. Your Servant, Sir, an Soy [ Exit Hum: and Old.” 
VV11d. 1 will-wait on - Gloves,  Handkerchief, .and - 
my Sword. My dear Bullamy in Tens This 3 a happiceſs | drearad not of: 


ts. ' 


(8) 
} thought he had been retir'd from the VVorld, and wou'd notcome to fo pub... 
lick a place. You Puppy, theſe are your V Vits, .and fine Gentlemen, -| have 7 
been Plagu'd with!- A curſe on 'em! VVhat muſt | undergo, for the ſake of 

my Love ! ” 

Val I took *em, Sir, and ſo do moſt here, for fine Gentlemen ; but i wonder 
Mr. 0!/dwit is ſo merry after his Diſaſter :. And yet- Sir Humphrey wouw'd make 
a Man burſt. 

VV4d. 'V Vhat Diſaſter? . | - 

Val. VVhy, Sir, his eldeſt Daughter, a great Fortune by her Mother, ( his ©: 
firſt V Vife : for he has had three ) about four Months ſince, fled, the night be.. 
fore he was to have Marry'd her to a fine Bury Gentleman. | 

V7. 1 heard ſo; but ſhe has ſent a Letter, to let him know, that ſhe will 
not be forc'd to Marry: And for that end, ſhe will not appear till the day 
aſter ſhe's at Age to diſpoſe of her ſelf; and that then ſhe will; and is in the 
mean time ſafe, beyond his cnquify. * 

Val. The youug Daughter is a great Fortune by her Mother, who was an 
Heireſs. ; 
Wild, He has had a lucky handat Heireſſes : but I muſt find out my dear 

Bellamy. . [ Exeunt. 

- Scene, Lord Bellamy's Lodging, Bellamy, and Page: 

"Bell. My Kinſwoman, who recommended thee, Charles, to my Service, 
told me, thou wert a Young Gentleman of the North, whom ſhe knew and 
was of Kin too, and that thou hadfſt left thy Guardian for harſh uſage :* And 
ſhe engaged me to conceal and protect thee: ny 

Charles. | can affure your Lordſhip, 1 have done nothing that can make you - 
bluſh to own me. | EY 

Bell. 1 believe thee, my Kinſwoman made me give my word to inquire no - 
farther ; and I have keptit. | 

Cha. You have, my gobd Lord. 

Bell. | fee thy Education has been good, and find thou art a-virtuous Boy, - 
and fo ready in thy Service ; thy dilligence has almoſt out flown my thoughts ; © 
yet it has kept pace with my deſires : and every thing thou doſt, thou ſeem'ſt | 
to do with pleature, * * | 

Char, I ſhow'd be wicked elſe, having ſo excellent a Lord and Maſter. ; _, 

Bell. 1 uſe thee not as other Noblemen their Pages, who- let. Gentlemens | 
Sons ride at the Tails of their Coaches, crouded with raſcally Footmen : 'tis 
a French mode ; they uſed formerly to give 'em the ſame Education with their 
Sons, which made their Fortunes ; and 'twas a Preferment then, for a Gen-. 
tleman's younger Son: Now, they are bred to Box and- Dice, and Cheat 
with the Footmen ; afier they're out of Livery, perhaps they turn. to the Re- 
creation of the High-way ; or the top of their Fortune - is to, taks up.ja Tome 
Troop, and there's an end of 'em. 

Cha. | muſt confeſs, your- uſage of me has been ſo Noble, that all the Ser- 
vice of. my Life, can never make return. | 


Bell. "Thou art too grateful, Thou Charm'ſt me too with thy pretty Voice :/ 


. 


Pil breed thee up to be my Friend. But, prethee, what's the reaſon that 
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rather Dye, than leave ſo good 
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Command, haſt ſeem'd to be unea(y, and yn- 
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who haſt *been ready to fly at my 
willing, - to come to Bury # /. , ps 5-49; 
Cha. 'Tis the publick time of the Fair, when Men-of ll Countries flock hi-. 
ther; and, as I told your Lordſhip, 1 was afraid of being diſcover'd, and that 
my Guardian wou'd find me —___ ſeize me : and, Heaven knows, I had 
a 
Bell. Kindeſt of Youths, F love thee fo, | will not part with thee, let who 
will diſcover-thee. | / 
Char. My kind, good Lord, let me kiſs your hands. . 
Bell. Beſides, thou needit not be ſcen in the Fair; only I am to Dine at 
Mr, Oldwit's to day. * 
Cha. At Mr. Oldwit's ! what do I hear ? [afode. 
Bell. Thou art my little Friend; 1cometo make love to his Daughter : She 
knows me not ;*but I have ſeen her, and am extreamly taken with her : the 
old man and 1 am agreed. I muſt entertain her with ſome Muſic : 1 know 
thow'lt lend me thy Voice. : 
Cha. Oh Heaven and Earth ! what killing words are theſe ! Ah me:! Caſide. 
" Bell. Why doſt thou ſigh ? 
a If your Lordſhip Marries, as ne Lady ſure can reſiſt you, 1 ſhall be 
caſt off. | 
Bell. Prethee think not fo, dear Boy ; thou art too ſecure of my kindne@for 
that. | 
Chs, 1 ne'r ſhall pleaſe your Lady. Beſides, the Ladies never can endure 
their Lords favourite Servants. | | 
Bell. | give thee my Hand, I'll never part with thee, till thou quitteſt me: - / 
Ch. Til quit my Life when I do that. Oh fatal hour, wherein 1 ſaw thoſe 
Fyes | How many years of Miſery are like to hang upon it / [ aſide. 
: Enter Wildiſh. / 
Bell. Ned, rfiy dear Ned, welcome to my Arms !, This is a happy Surprize. 
© #ild. My dear ! my dear Peer! | cou'd not embrace a Miſtreſs with 
mfe Ardour ! 1 thought you had been {o retir'd, I had loſt you. 
£ Bell. That was your fault : 1 have as pleaſant a Houſe and Scat, as moſt in 
England, that is thine as much as mine, Ned. : 
Wild. But cis in the Country ; a pretty Habitation for Birds and Cattel : but 
Man is a herded Animal, and made for Towns and Cities. | 
- Bell. $0 many Pens of Wild Beafts upon two Legs, undermining, lyiog in 
wait, -preying upon, informing againſt,” and hanging ore another : A Crowd. 6f 
Fools, Knaves, Whores, and Hypocrites. » 
' Wild. Hey, my Renegado Country-man : thou hadſt cnce the Reſpet due 
to good Wine, fine Women, Muſic, Wit and Senſe, and true Pleaſure, i 
Bell. For good Wine ; [ coud never be Drunk, but 1 did forme mad thing:or 
other, which made me aſham'd to ſhow tmy Face. For Women; thole that 
were worth the. having, were hard to come by, and harder to put off;\ beſides, 
the immorality of the matter, gave me anxiety of Mind ; 1 ſaw Mei: of | Wiv, 
when they came to. 1Ng, gave it over ;.. and, when a-thing, mult; be 
x tis beſt to do it quickly. - | 
m4 


vVHa. 


va < I0 J TRY | | - OY 

IVild, Thou may'ſt as well fay, ſince we muſt dye, let's hang our ſelves. now: 
No, that's time enough, when we are weary of living. At our. years, leave 
V Vomen and Convegation : | Q: 

Bell, He that Debauches private Women, -is a Knave, and injures others : 
And he that uſes publick ones, is a Fool, and hurts himſelf. And for Converſa- 
tion, *twas all run into Parties and Politicks, and become Dull and Dangerous : * 
The Living were ſuch Knaves, 1 was reſolv'd to Converſe with the Dead, in 
my Study. ; 

Wild. Bus, in ths late Scene of Aftion, the Knaves are pretty well laid open : 
and, for all thoſe Parties, we cou'd meet with choice Company, truly honeſt, 
and with whom good Wit and Sence was ſtirring, and wdu'd paſs for currant. 

Bell. Wit and Sence may paſs in a Room with honeſt Fellows, but Noiſe, and 
Konſence, always carry it in the World. 

Weld. Fox on this dull V Viſdom at our Age ! 'tis as unſcaſonable as Snow 
in the Dogdays. Canſt thou think, my dear Peer, - that thy Philoſophy can 
tame the Vigour of my Appetites ? 

Bell. | will no more ſuffer my Appetites to Maſter me, than Fire and V Vater; 
they are good Miniſters, while they can be kept under. 

VVild. V'de not give a Farthing for an Appetite that cah be Curb'd : My Sroic, 
I'd have my Appetites high mettled, and run away with me, 

Bel. And | muſt always think a Man a Slave, till he has Conquer'd himſelf: 
for my part, 1 bad almoſt as leive be in ſubjeCtion to anothers Appetites, as to 
my own, 

VVild. This is Spleen, Wind in the Hypocondridcks pent : Why, thou wilt 
Prophehie at leaſt. 

Bell. Come, dear Ned, we'll debate this matter at more leiſure : Time will 
make you of my mind : for | obſerve, all men of Wit Reclaim ; and only Cox- 
combs perſevere to the end of Debauchery. But prethee, what makes thee 
hereabouts? I'llay my Lifg, there's ſome Wench or other in the way. 

V/i1d. May be, that may be ſomewhat; þut at preſent I'come to eaſe my ſelf 
from the Swearing, Lying, Roaring, Vaporing, Cozening Noiſe and Tumult 
of New-Market : but 1 thought thou hadit renounc'd all Crowds, and ſhou'd 
as ſoon have expeCted a Hermit here. 

Bell. A little time may ſatishe you I have reaſon. 

VVild. Ha ! Bell. what pretty is this ? ha! 

Bell. He is a Gentleman's Son, he ſerves me at preſent, Il tell the more entre 
wons : But,in the mean time, he and my little Coaſort ſhall entertain you.Ex.Charles. 

VVild. This is ſomewhat. 


Bell, 1 will not live like an ordinary Hunting, Hawking Puppy ; 111 have my 
City Pleaſures in the Country : of which good Muck deing one; I'll ſpare 
forne Rogues, ſome Dogs, and Hor'es, to have that good. 4 

Emter Charles, with Infruments. 

VV. 1 have been viſited this Morning, by three moſt confounded Fops, 
Gat ever Phagued me yet; and talk'd .of —_— VVg and 
Breeding of Bury ; Trim, Sir Hamphrey Neddy, and Mr. Oldwit. 


BeR. 


xs s - - 
but as 'tis in Religion ; thoſe 

| -moſt, proudeft of aheir foibles, and 
their Streogth's conceal'd : fa fellow has but a Sfficulty: of creating © 
Stutters, . his Tongue will never lye till. 

Wild. A fellow that has one ſhorter than another, will never ſtand ſtill ; 
but Hop, hop, hop, round, round. 

Bell. Obſerve any Fellow that has a Rinking Breath,” as if a Voice were not 
intended to be heard but ſmelt, will ſpcak in your very Noſe : and turn round 
— he turns with you, and your Noſtrils muſt have it. Come 

SONG. 
Fd. Tis very prey; and delicately 
ow [ have got thee in the Pl thee to Houſe, and 
make a-Convert.of thee. County Fe a 
Exter La Roch « French Prruke-maker, with bis Man. 
VV idd. Hey ! La Roob, what makes you here 
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Ls Roch. Serviteur, Monſieur HS, Tor Eervier I ſee your Laquais 
below, dat make me come up to 
Bel. How now, Monſieur _- 


Ls Ro. Dis is de place dat is Fameux for de pretty Garl wid de cheveux 
blond, de farie haire : my Man and I come for buy de vite lock, indeed to gette 
de Monee to make de Pot Boyle, my Lor. 

VVild. A thought comes into my Head: It ſhall be ſo. 1 will have ſome 
Diverſion, while 1 am here. 

Ls Ro. Dat bee de laſt Peruke I ſende your Lorſhip ? Begar, is fine Aire, 
Curle delicate morbleu : You talke o' de Chedrevx, Lowm bodee to mee ; 
dere is no-man can Travaille vid mee ; Monſieur //:Jiſb has gotte my Peruke 

on his Head :-let me ſee, here is de Haire, de -Curle de bouckle, ver good, ver 
good,” If dat Foole Chedreux make dePeruke like mee, ' | vil be Hanga. 
Wild. Hold, good Monſieur Snip-ſnap, L have another Employment for you: 
Were you ever here before? 
© La Ro. No: 

Wild. That's well. I muſt have you be a French Count. I remember we 
had a Count de Brion at London, paſs'd upon the choiceſt Sparks, and beſt Bred 
Men and Ladies: 1 will have this Fellow paſs upon the Fops of Bury, and 
amuſe the wiſer ſort, 

Bell. You will never be without ſome mad Frolick, or other : But this, cer- 
gig muſt be very pleaſant. 

VVild. Of all Creatures, my averſion is to the Lady Fantaf, and her 
Aﬀected, Conceited, Diſdainful Daughter : 1 will have this fellow perſonate a 
French Count, and make Love to the Daughter. 

La Ro. Ha, ha, ha , de French Count ! dat be ver well : ha, hs / Make de 
Love ! begar, I'come for make de Monee. Love ! Morbleu, de French Count 
| ſpende de Monce, de French Peruke-maker make de French Count, he loolee 

de Monee, 


V/ild. You ſhall loſe no Money, you Puppy, my Maa is acquainted with all 
C 3 is 
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this Country, and ſhall help your Man to buy the Wenches Hair, the 


Wenches in England ;and if you be a French Count, you ſhall have the VWenches 


too ; all the Town will run after you : you'll be courted by every body, feaſt. 
ed, and invited to Balls, and all Meetings ; but the Lady Famraft, -and her 
Daughter, will be mad after you. 

La Ro. Ha, ha, ha ; de French Count, ver well indeed, ha, ha: 1'makede 
French Count : begar, Monſieur, I have de Count of my Familee, I am a 
Gentilman of Fraunce, Indeed my Parens did condiſcent to lette me make de 
Peruke, for 1 delighted in it. 

VVild. Go you Rogue, you ſhall do this, 1am reſolv'd or't, or Il cut your 
Throat. You ſhall have Cloaths and Ornaments of me, here *are wholeſale 
men ; three or four Suits for Footmen will do, and we'll help you- to the men 
too, UI'Il bear all the Charges ; Iibdo it, if it coſt me a Hundred pound. 

Bell. Are'you in earneſt ? ; 

IVVi1d. Ay, by Heaven, it ſhall be. You ſhall be call'd Monſieur le Count de 
Chevenx ; you ſhall be entertain'd like a Prince : the VVomen will lye with 
you, as if the Devil were in them, 

La Ro, Hah ! dat be ver good indeed ! I was not-bred to make Peruke, it 
vas for my diverſion I did itte : I ſpent my time among de Gens de Quality in 
de Academy. | 

VVild. Yes, to Shave them, thou true Picture of a French Scoundrel, [ aſide. 

La Ro. Dere I did appen to kille de Count for my Honneur.: 

VVild. Then there is a Count miſſing ; you ſhall ſupply his place. 

La Ro. | flay, dey ſeiſe on my Land and my Chatteaux; and begar, it vas 
ver well for me dat I did delight in-make de Peruke ven I vas young indeed. 

VVi1d. This good Breeding of yours will qualifie you excellently ! VVhy, 
you'll be Ador'd by the Ladies : But, of all, I charge you toCourt Mrs. Fantaft ; 
commend her V Vit and Breeding. | 

Bell. Sup ſe ſhe falls in love with him in earneſt! + | 

VVild. Yd give a hundred pound to fee that. VVell, Monſieur Ie Count, let's 
to my Lodging, and fit you for this Enterpriſe. . 

La Ro. Hold, hold : if dey find me out, vil dey not wippe de Frexch Count ? 
Begar, Ino love to be wippe 

VVild. Upon = Honour, Il protect you. 

La Ro. Vel, vel; nv more to be ſaid: 1 am Menſieur le Count deChevenx, 
Servitews Monſieur my Lor, wot tres bumble Serviteur. 

Fala ha la. ngs. y/ "To | 

VVild. Come, my Lord, your humble Servant, we are to meet at Dinner -- 
[ muſt about this buſineſs, my Heart is ſet upon it ; 'twill make an Admirable 
Farce. 

Bell Get thee gone, Ned, thou art a mad Fellow-: I'll go and take a little Air. 

La Ro. Allons Monſieur : Fa lalld la la. * 

if mv wiſe Condudt you pleaſe to rely on, | 
ll make as good a Count, as Count de Brien. [Exewunt. 
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Mrs. Gertrude. 
Gert. \ FT Ell, Iam weary of the Life } lead here ; riever poor Creature was 
ſo Teaz'd, as I am (till, with my Stepmother, and her Daughter, 
the Old Cucko and the Young, that tire me continually with the ſame Notes © 
of V Vit and Breeding: | And having themſelves nothing but Folly and Aﬀetta- 
tion, are always reproaching me for want of both. 
Enter Luce, a, 
Luce, Madam, my Lady Madam Fentof, having attir'd her ſelf in her mornit 
Habiliments, is Ambitious of the Honourof your Ladyſhip's company, to Survey 
the Fair, 
Gert, Here's a foul Copy of one of *em: I ſee; this Folly is Cont agiauls, 
Tell her, Il wait on her. | 
Lace. She will fuddenly arrive at this Place, where ſhe deſires the Interview 
may be betwixt you: 
Gert, I will haſte for my Hoods and Gloves, and the reſt of my Moveables; 
and be here inſtantly. F Fit Gert, 
Lace. A fine young Lady this, if ſhe had bit half the Wit and Breeding of 


my Lady. | 
Enter Lady Fantaſt, and ber Dazpbter Mrs, Fantaſt. 
Madam, Mrs. Gatty will kiſs your Ladyſhip's handy here incontinently: 

L. Fan. Come, my ſweet Daughter, conſider what 1 have faid, "Thou ff 
in thy maturity of blooming Age; I haye bred thee to the very Achme and 
Perfection of Bury Breeding, which is inferiour to none in this our land ; Dans * 
cing, Singing, Gbiztar, French Maſter : » And VII fay that for thee, 'my- Jewel, 
thou haft Sacrific'd allthy Endeavours to attain thy Education ; which, corrobo. 
rated: by thy Acuteneſs of Parts, haverender'd thee cxattly accompliſt'd, and 
together with the excellence of thy Beauty, juſtly admir'd by the' Amorous 
Males, and envy'd by the malicious Females, _ : 

' Mrs. Fan. To all-that, which the World calls Wit' and Breeding, 1 ave 
always had a-natural tendency, a pinchen, deriv'd, as the Learned fay'; © Ex 
traduce, from your Ladyſhip: the great Prevalence of your Ladyſhip's + 
moſt ſhining Example, has y-Stimulated me, to the Sacrificing all my 
Endeavours towards the attaining of thoſe ineſtimable Jewels ; than which, no- 
thing in the Univerſe can be ſo much. a mon gre, as the French fay.. And for 
Beauty, Madam, the Stock 1 amenrich'd with, comes by emanation from your 
Ladyſhip; who-has been long held a Paragon of. Periection': moſt Charmant * 
molt 7wuant. + | 
L, Fan. Ah, my dear Child : T 2: Alas, alas! Timehas been, and yct Lam 


en? "ER 
( 14) | 
| | tm "oa thou haſt thoſe Attrattions, which 1 bewail the want of : 
, Latin, the French Tongue. 

Mrs. Fan. 1 muſt confeſs, 1 have Grerhaa a Tendreſs for the Muſes, and have 
a due reverence for Helicoh, and Parnaſſus, and the Graces : Byt He roicNum- 
bers upon Love and Honour, - are molt Raviſiant, moſt Suprenant ; and a Tra- 
gedy is ſo Touchant ! 1 dyeat a Tragedy; Il ſwear Ido. _ | 

L. Fan. | muſt confeſs, my dear, thy Wit has more of Notoriety, than thy 
Beauty ; fince the pretty various Diverſions of thy Pen, have tranſmitted thy 
Fame of Wit, beyond the narrow limits of an Iſland. But it is now high time 
to manifeſt thy Judgment, in the diſpoſal of thy Perſon ; and thou haſt rejected 
a Multitude of Lovers. 

Mrs "_ | = ſo much indebted to Nature nah mates, _ Iam po 

notuacqually todiſpoſe of that Perſon, which (without vanity 1 may R- 

ture by its genuine Bounty, and Art by its friendly Additions, bave rendred 

not diſagreeable, or void of Attrajts : But all want of VVit and Breeding, does 

_ me with that unconquerable Chagrin, that, eh Gud, 1 cannot ſutter ſuch 
WS. 

L. Fan. Mine own dear Daughter, to a hair ! And 1 muſt confeſs, we are 
troubled enough with it in Mr. Oldait, his Daughter, and his Companions : 
Had not my Cm been ſomewhat intangled, 1 had never had him. But 
Mr. Trim is as fine a Gentleman, as the Sun in all tis-Circuit ſecs 

Mrs. Fav. Oh, my Evgenius | he is a finifh'd'piece of Humanity ; but has not 
the Eſtate I wou'd have. 

L. Fan. Sir Humphrey Noddy, 

Mrs. Fan. Has a very good Eſtate, but wants the Noble Accompliſhments 
of my Ewzenizs, whom | intend to preſerve for my Platonic Servant. | 
Sweet Madam have RN aticntly expeted ival, 

wee Gatty, | have ſome Minutes impati your arr! 
that I might do my ſelf the great Honour to kiſs your Hands, and enjoy the 
favour of your Company into the Fair ; which 1 ſee, out of my Window, be- 
gins to fill apace. 

Gert, | got ready as foon as e're.I cou'd, and am now come to wait on you. 

L. For. Oh, fye, Daughter! will you never attain, by mine, and my dear 
Daughters Examples, to a more Polite way of Expreſſion, and a Nicer form of 
Breeding ?-Fye, fye, I come to wait on you! You ſfhou'd have faid; 1 affure 
you, Madam, the honour is all an my fide, and I cannot be ambitious of a 
rn Fog the enjoyment of the ſweet Society of ſo excellent a Perſon. This 
is Breeding, 

Mrs. Fan. Ah, this had been a Propos : Obſerve my Lady. 

Gert, Breeding ! why, this had been a Flam, a meer Flam. 

Mrs, Fan. Eh, Mondieu ! this had been delicate e bien towrnee. Call 'gene- 
rous Complements, Flams. * 

L. Fan. Thus you had ſhown true ing. FRE 

Gert. Breeding ?! 1 know no breeding ; but Diſcretion: to diſtinguiſh 
Company and Occaſions, and Common Sence, to entertain Perſons according to 
their Rank, beſides making a Courteſie not aukwardly, and walking with one's 
Toes out: Mrs. Fan. 


"—_ 4 a N <2 .* 
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an. Let me tell you, you are a Thing : are ,a Curious 
Judge indeed, of the Art of refia'd Convertatian, © *, _ c ' 
Gert. Art ; Converſation ought to be free, caſic, andmatural. 
Mrs. Fan. Eh Gud, ch Gud : Sweet Madam, deſpiſe not Art. Can there be 
any Converſation well dreſt, as [ may fay, without French in the ficit place, 


to Lard it ? 

Gert. Some Fops indeed think fo, that uſe it in every Sentence. 

L. Fan. Nothing is ſo Confident as , 

Mrs. Fan. Ar: nen babet Inimicum preter Iguorantem.' 

L. Fan. Logk you there: Lhave bred my Daughter a Linguiſt. 

Gert. A Lady may look after the affairs of a Family, the demeanour of her 
Servants, take care of her Nurſery, take all her Accounts every V Veek, obey 
her Husband, and diſcharge all the Offices of &'good V Vife with her Native 
Tongue ; and this is all | deſire to arrive at ; and this is to be of ſome uſe in a 
Generation, while your Fantaſtick Lady with all thoſe Trappings and Ornaments 
you ſpeak of, is good for no more than a Dancing .Mare, -to be led about and 
ſhown. 

Mrs Fan. Eh, mon Diew! pray forbear, ſweet Madam, forbear ; I am not: 
able to hear this Blaſphemy againſt true breeding. 

| Gert. It muſt needs be pretty French one learns of an Iriſhman at Bury. | believe 
'tis a kind of baſtard French. - 
L. Fan. Good Mrs. Gatty, you are yery Confident. 
Emer Oldwit, bear kens unſeen; 

Mrs. Fan. Whatever you do, never ſpeak againſt Art. - 

Gert. Art ſtiffens, and ſpoils Converſation, as Painting does Faces : if you 
hear never ſo many florid Coxcombs, - they ſpeak all alike; and ſee never (0 
many painted Women, they look all alike. | 


Mrs. Fan, Eh, mon dies ! Quel faſcheux ; Ex quovis ligno, &&c. Mercury's Statue 
, AO s ewe, We 

L. Fan. Look you, . 1 know ſecret cogitations : Becauſe you are fo ill 
bred as to look like a Tallow thing, and will not improve your Complexion 
by Art, you obliquely refleft upon me and my Daughter, for our melioration - 
of Nature, 

» Gert. Come, come, Madam, if you be ready without a Complement, to go 
totheFair,l am ready to go with you ; but,by my troth,if you look for Comple- 
meats, you —_— them PENITINS PR IiHead you, Jun —_— 

Adrs. Fax. ing, as derier point ! Chagrin. 1 kiſs your Ladi 
ſhips hands. #4 To Exit Mrs. Fantaft. 
L. Fan. Oh, Mr. Oltwis, wou'd you had been here, you wou'd have heard a 
fine deal of ill breeding from your” Daughter Garry. 
Aa, | was here at part of yourdiſcourſe, and | heard nothing but good Sence 
om her: 
L. Fan, Nay, ſhe's like you. 
Olds Gad take me, I am glad ſhe isnot lik 
L. Fon. ] know your ill breeding ; buy 
cultivated your Daughter as I haye nune.. 


$ 


_ have not better 
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O14. Cultivate ! A Pox on your affected ſtuff; ſhou'd I have made- her arf-af- 
feed Aſs, to be taugh'dat, as you and your Daughter are? A. "OY 

L.'Fan. Prodigy of Ignorance ! my Daughter and 1 laugh'd at ! Whom'even 
the Court, when we are there, perpetually Gaze at and Admire; and alt the 
Þeautics and Gallants here make their Court to! 

01d. A great many Flutterers do flock about you indeed, as ſmall Birds wou'd 
about a Caſt of Owls, to wonder at you, ti 

L. Fan. This is moſt Stupendious, | 

O11, A Pox on this perpetual Noife about Wit and Breeding ! You made my 
Daughter by my firſt Wife run away, with Teazing her, and perſwading me 
to be ſuch an Aſs to preſs her to Marry one of your formal Faps, againſt her 
-will; and now you are plaguing this poor Girl, to make her run-away too, but 
| have agreed upon Articles with one that will ſoon rid you of her. 

L. Fan, Moſt Exorbitant, and Amazing ! "T'were well, if beholding us cou'd 
do any good upon her. | 

Old. No doubt it will ; as the ſight of the Drunken Slaves did upon the Spar- 
tan Children. There's Wit, and Reading, for her. [afide. 

L. Fan. Were not we well fortify'd by Art and Nature, we might be obnoxi- 
ous to the taint of your and her moſt unſavory Ruſticity, While all the Beau 
Mond, as my Daughter ſays, are with us, in the Drawing-room, you have none 
but 11} bred, Witleſs Drunkards with you, in yaur Smoaking-room. What 

niſhment do I deſerve, for making Alliance with ſo much II breeding. 

Old.” What Plagues haye I met with, in marrying an Aﬀected Old Lady ; 
who, with her Daughter, take themſelves to be VVits! Their Tongues never 
lye ſtill : At Dinner, they muſt have the- whole diſcourſe; at dinner the 
Common Crier, were he there, cou'd not be heard ; no, not another VVoman. 
There's my Friend F#venal, for you : V Vit and Breeding. | 

E. Fan. My Daughter and [ no VVit, and you have it ! this is moſt Aſto- 
—_ ! Ha, ha, ha. Ifever you had V Vit, it is obliterated, antiquated, and 
bury'd in the Grave of Oblivion. 

O/d. No Wit ! Ounds, naw you.provoke me, Shall I, who was Fack Fletcher's 
Friend, Ben Fobnſon's Son, and afterward an intimate Crony of Fack Cleaveiland, 
and Tom Randal, have kept Company with V Vits, and been accounted a VVit 
theſe Fifty Years, live to be Deposd by yau?. | 

L. Fan. Ha, ha, ha. 4 

Old. Ha, ha, ha. TI, that was a Judge at Blackfriers, wrie before Fletcher's \ 
VVorks and Cortwright's, taght even. Taylor and tite belt of them to ſpeak. - 1 
cannot go to London yet, but the VVits get meamongſ them, and the Players 
will get me to Rehearſal to teach them, even the belt of them : and you 
fay I have no VVit, I fay, vou havenot, nor ever had, any Beauty. 

L. Fan. Nay,now Mr, Ol4vit,| can bear na longer. Shall [, that inmy Youth 
Charm'd all the Gallants of that time, even to Faſcination ; and in my Widbw- 
hood, but five years ſince, was Ador'd by Lords Spiritual and Temporal,” ani 
captivated feveral of their Hearts, be thus Calumniated ! Know; I have more 

ny ow _ Car andy F IVE 
. Indeed, towaids you, lam ſomewhat frigid ; but ſome in the Y Vorld 
know I have a Colt's I a LE 7 , . j 237 > L.\Fom. 
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L, Fai. 1 ſhou'd ſerve you ro to have others find out my Colts T'opth 
too, t thou canſt not, 

Old. Thy Tooth ! the Devil of one thou haſt, but what-came out of Boiw- 
lene: Three remaining Stumps there are, that look like three broken Pillars in 
a ruin'd Cloyſter, And there's Wit for you now, anda Clinch to boot, 

L. Fon. Poor Railing Buffoon *' there Wit ! Well, there afe ſome of anothev . 
mind, conceraing 'my Beauty. 

O14. Pr'ythee take thy courſe with them : Whoever commits Adultery with 
_ it —_ be the ACt of the Devil; there's nothing of the Fleſh in it. 
What a Pox, you and your Daughter are notorious, for out- all the 
Chriſtian Fezebels in England. «me 

nw 'Tis falſe, rude Fellow: we only uſe a Waſh, and lay on @ little 
R 

Oid. No more does a Wall : but you, for your part, are fain to fill up.the 
Chinks in your rivelFd Skin, as Houſe-painters do the Cracks in Wainſcot, with 
Putty.” Pox on't, you woud by Art appear @ Bea and are by Nature 2 
meer Mumm _ "There's Wit for you again. Gad, 1 | pepper you with Wit. 

L. Fan. I not deſpiſe thee for thy want of Wit = brecdng, theſe barba« 
rous Contumeches would exhauſt Tears from my Eyes. 

Old. Jf thou ſhow'dſt cry, it would make ſtreaks down thy Face; as the 
Tears of the Tankard do upon my fat Hoſts Belly-pieces, There's Wit again 
for you. 

L. Fan, Farewel Brute. Exit Lady Fantaſt. 

Old, Fare thee well. He that would have the Devil more Damn'd, let bin 
get himto Marry a She Wit, - Now, for the Fair. Here ; who waits ? 

Enter a Servant. 
Bid the Cook get Dinner within two Hours, at fartheſt. 


Scene the Fair, with a great many Shops and Shows, and all ſorts of People 
walkmg oy and dywn. 


Ars, Fantaſt, and Gertrude, Mak'd. 
Gert. 'Tis pleaſant toobſerve the mixtureof People here, 
Mrs. Fan, ah, how 'twoud be, if none but the Beau monde made their 
Pananney: bat 1 the Cancille. 
Millener. - What d'ye lack, Ladies ? fine Mazarine Hoods, Fontanges, Gir- 
dles, Sable Tippets, choice vf fine 'Gloves and Ribbands. 
Hefier. Stockins, Silk Stockins ; choice of Silk $tockins: very fine Silk: 
Stockings, 
Perfumtr.' All ſorts of Eſſences, Perfurnes,” Pulvilio's, Sweet- bags, Perfumed 
Boxes for your Hoods and Gloves, all ſorts of ſweets for your Linnen, Portugdt 
lweers to in your Chamber. What d'ye lack? What d'ye buy ? 
Gert, 1 have no ſuch contempt for the common People : they come near Na- 
- and have no Att of Aﬀectation ; and there arc a thouſand ee] hoe 
, for one Fool by Nature. 


Mrs, Faw: Ott ye 1 Odbyrefans nlger, eo. /51.2-4:39 24; 9 
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Indian Gown-mes. Fine morning Gowns, very rich Indiay fiuffs ; choice 
fine Atlaſſes; fine morning Gowns. 

Goldſmith. Will you pleaſe to Raille for a Tea-pot, a pair of Candleſticks,'a 
couple of Sconces. Enter Mr. Trim. 

Trim. Not all the Clouds alſembled in the Firmament, can hide, or can 
eclipſe ſo mule the Sun, but we r Maortals know it ſhines, and feel 
the warm ettefts. Why ſhou'd Dorinds think to blunt her pointed Glories, or 
conceal the Radiant Luſtre of her conquering Beams ? 

Mrs. Fantaft. ] ſee, to the quick-ſighted Eugenivs, nothing is obſcure. Nor 
coud Engenis in the Dark be hid « that golden "Tongue, and that ſweet Eloquence 
woud ſoon reveal him ; as the Proſcrib'd Senator was by his Perfumes betray'd, 

Trim. How does the bright Dorinds make me bluſh, when ſhe commends my 
Eloquence ; and in that very Act ſo much exceeds me ! 

Mys. Pantaft, Fine! very fine ! bien tourne ! that thought's very recherche. 
Obſerve, Madam : this is a true Witty and well-bred Gentleman. 

Gere. Now really, Madam, between you and me, this man appears to me a 
moſt extraordinary Shallow Coxcomb, as one .can poſlibly ſee in a Summer's 


"i Fantaſt. Eh Gud, ch Gud ! poorSou, l pity.thee : but, aſwrement, no. 
thing can be moxe engaging than the Wit and Breeding of Eugen. 

Trim. | ſee, there is no contending with Doriads : ſhe will have the Alcendant 
over poor Ewgenins ; his ſmall Pinnace mult ſtrike Sail to. her Admiral. Wit. 

Gerit. Theie Fops ate very happy : for if an Archangel ſhould tell '*em they 
were Fops, they woud not believe it, 

Trim. Let me preſent tothe fair Dorinda's hands alittle offipring of my Brain; 
the Tribute of my Morning Service. 

Mrs. Fantaſt. | was juſt going to preſent Ewgenizs with the Iſſue of my teem- 
ing Muſe, who was deliver'd this morning of a Paſtoral : 1 muſt needs fay, ſhe 
had a good time, for ſhe hadan eaſy Labour ; Aurore. Muſic amica. But pray let 
me read yours firſt, | 

Exter Luce. 

Luce, Oh, Madam, does your Ladyſhip hear the News ? 

Adrs. Pantaſh. —_— Lace ! % 

Lace. Oh, Ma uch news, as may not be ungrateful ta 
Ladyſhips Ears. There is now, ”_ activ a Noble "as Rua 
the fineſt Perſon my eycs yet et beheld : I faw him, heard him: ſpeak; he 
= Engliſh. He has the prettieſt, Charming way / no Lady ſure can ere 
reſiſt him. | 

Trim. Who can this be ? 

. Ars. Fantaſt. Ha ! 2 French Count ? Oh Lord! I am afraid 1 am.not in Order 
n+, —— Ca ty am, y, how is my dreſs, 
ts rim”; : 1 to take it mp, and offers it ber ; k#: its 
Zoe Vers Sov aol ene oY by: eg 
ught bim- hither. Heav'n.a 
in PerfeGian : and I am glad 


Hrs, Fon. The report of me has cenainly 
I ſhall have the opportunity of appearing before ſo gacat a Judge, LY 


5 


French Count, fay you ! Now we ſhall ſee Breeding 


be 


Trim. It is not, _ —_— 

Mrs. Fan, When lo our oo Ives be! bleſt with the ſight ? when, think't thou, 
will he make this place happy * 

Lace, My Eyes _—_ firſt upon the Change : his Landlord, who was 
with him, told me what he was; from chence 1 follow'd him.to Ceok- row, and 
ſo through the Fair to the Bowling-green: His Air, his Meen, and his 
ment charm'd me fo, I coud not leave him: there | ſaw him ride the ying 
Horſe, —_ his Equipage, _ _ delighted him. 

Mrs. Fax. we go to the Bowling-green ? My ex tion 18 on Tiptoes 
ll 1 behold him. a Ye SEN 
Lace. That's a rare ſaying! I'll remember) that. My expettation is on Tip- 
toes ! Madam, he is/gone from thence, and faid he woud be in the Fair y- 
Ezter Sir Hum Noddy. 

_ ths ſudden RIS ms hams! abrupt and temerarioys ! _ 

keepers cry all their again, one afier another ; and then all together. 

1 Woman. Fine mellow Pears ; fine ca, ef fine Norwich by 

2 Wom, Fine Ginger-bread : very good Ginger-bread. 

Sir Hum. Yonder's my Miſtreſs ; 1 know her, for all her Mask: I'll preſent 
her with a Fairing. Sir Hum. buys ſome Ginger-bread. 
Enter ſeveral n——_— two Country Wenches, and two Country Fellows, and 

of all ſorts, and walk about the Fair, 

Sir Hom. Madam, "us nota Mask can conceal you from a Lover; whether [ 
ſee you or no, Heart will _P up to my Teeth when ever you come in pre- 
ſence; as a = Body will bleed at the arrival of the Murtherer. Is not that 
well ſaid, Mr. Tram ! [Gives Trim @ deviliſh kick on the Shins. 

Trim. *5death, my Shins ! 

Mrs. Fan, Mens Hearts ſeldom come ſo near their Mouths, 

Sir Hum. Madam, let me preſent you with your firſt Fairing, a Heart. 

Gere. Of Ginger-bread, 

Sir Hum. Ay faith, pretty Lady. 

Gere. Is it a true Image of your own ? Did you ſitfor-it? _ 

Sir Hum. Ha, ha, ha ; a very good Jeſt ! Udsbud; there's a pair of Gloves, 
of the ſame mettle, to op your pretty Mouth; And, Mr. 7rim, heres a Wiſe 
Cap, befitting your Gravity, and the Solidity of your Parts; for you.» ... 

Triws. Sir, yt a momma that @ye. Familiarity breeds» «Contempt : 1 
am palſt thoſe uvenile ] 

Sir Hum. Alas, poor ol Gentleman | Come, Madam, walk, and let us he 
the diverſions of the Fair : I warrant. you; I'll make you merry. 

Mrs. Fawn. Oh; this Gount 1: Did you ſee the Count # + 

Sir our ovditip Raffle. ab there's a flaming Prech: Beau come to Town: 
Will your # bout.or ewo?! | - 

Gere, Theattivity — as ridiculous a che Gravity of that Pabooy. 
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(20) 
" Enter Wildiſh; and walks,” - 
bMeavn, Wildiſh here ! Down, down my Heart : Thou lie Henke, wh 
doſt thou utter lo? 1 ſee he is thus far a Man of Honouf : If all he ſays, in tis 
Letters, were as true! And yet 1 know not whether | ſhou'd wiſh it, 
Enter Lady Fantalt. 

Mrs. Fan. Oh, Madam, here is the rareſt News ! Have you heard of the 
Tae Count 7 

*'L. Fan. Ay, my Dear; and therefore am come to bleſs my Eyes. His Fame 
is diffus'd throughout the Town : they ſay, he is the fineſt Gentleman that ever 
came to Bury ! 

Wild. Good! ! It takes as I cou'd wiſh, CWildiſh placks Gertrude 
Gert. How now, Sir, who are you ? by the Sleeve, 

7d. One who has loſt a Heart, and apprehends you for it. 

Gert. You are ſomewhat free of Carriage. 

Wild. Think not, my pretty Mad-cap, that a piece of _Velvet can conceal 
y_ LEO Eyes ſtrike ut every one you level at, like Lightning through a 
Clou 

Gert. Very pretty ! Shall I oblige Mr, Trim with this fine expreſſion ?- he'll 
give you any Money for it. 

Trim, SIT o—— 

Fild. Now "is this Fop ſetting out his Bum for a ſmart bout at Com- 
plement. 

Trim, It is ſo great an Honour to our Town 

Wild. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. [Wildiſh rurms quick « 

Toe, and leaves Trim 

Trim. '1s this his Breeding ? Indeed, when 1 left him, he led- me not to the 
door of his-Lodging. 

Mr:/Fan, Oh, mon Dieu ! here is' that London Wit,. that is a Laugher, and: 
Scoffer ! 1 hear he has made a Lampoon upon Bury. I hate the Fellow. 

L. Fan. He a Wit ! Mr. Trim or Sit Humphrey, wou'd make nothing of - him, 

Wild. Took you, my dear Mad-cap,” 1 muſt love you, and will love you ; 
ſay what you can, do what you can, 1 will always haunt you while I am-alive, 
and never leave you when 1 am dead. 

Gert. Nay hold, good Mr. Hethead, 1 doubt not but our Lives will differ (©, 
thar we ſhall part when we are dead, Sir, whatever we do living: - And a ſure 
way t EI are alive, would be to Marry, which Hemventarbids then 
 wou'd certainly follow to ſome purpoſe. 

-i=4 The Steel. ſhall ſoncr willingly deſert the Loadiſtone, than my pret.- 
ty Mi 

Gert, You are.not ſure in Earneſt 

Wild. By Heav'n, and all the Powergon— 

Gert, | mind Vows in; Love, no more than Oaths-in- Anger: That were 
fare once that you were inlove with-me. 

Wild. There is nothing oe to you, which 1 will not undertake, | 

Gert- Your Hand 


Wild. My. Heart upon ; ; which here ] preſent you. 
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Gert. Now have Torie ito Domineer over. 'Tremble ;: for [will make. thee 
ſuch an Example, as ſhall be a Terror to thy. Sex, and revenge all the REGIY 
committed mine. © | 09 

Wild. | am prepgar'd for alt4hy y Tyranny, gocd Camnirams. 

Gert, I will make thee f&h-aod carry, and comerat my foot, like a Spaniel.” | 

Wild. And 1 will perſevere$6, ll make thee relent, tho thou wert @.Detil. 

Sir Hum. Come, Gentlemet and Ladies,” come down Guinea'v-apiece, and 
Raffle for a -Tea-pot : Come, Fack Trim, Fack ;* Mr. Wildib, Ladies. |; 

Trim. Fack! Fack 1 il Bred.” For Complaiſance and Breeding ſake, 111 dot, 

Enter Lord Bellamy: 
The Lord Bellamy !-My*Lord, 1 can aſſure your Lordſhip, there is not a Perſon 
among the race of Mankind-—- 

Bell. Sit , 1 am your humble Seryant. My Erh0 "0d 1 !/ ] ſee, | here is all the 
good Company. 

Wild. My dear Lord, 1am glad you are come : here is the 'beſt Company 


"Bl. 'Tis a delicate Morning : 1 have been ſucking in the ſweeteſt 'Air in 
Eng 

Sir Hum. My noble Lord, your moſt humble Servant. ?T'is mdeed very fine 
Weather; it uſed-to-be - Bury-foul ,/ inſtead. of 4 fair,” 1s not that: a pretty 
Clinch, Fack ? gioes him @ rap on'the Back. 

Trim, Sir, let me tell you, there is a Spaniſh broverd, which ſays, Whego de 
manos, whego de Villanos. 

Sin Hwew. Do you call me Villain in $ ? I ſhall reckon with-you for. that. 

Bell. \'ll put in for a Rafflle with theſe ies, Come, Madam, will you my 
for a Heart 2? 

Gert, No, my Lord : that is uſvall a light, hollow thing, aad not Sterling ne. 
ther; I am for maſly Plate, -that will endure the touch. 

Bell. Mine will endure the ſtricteſt touch.  1f your Beauty be equal to your 
Shape and Wit, you Conquer all you look on. 

Emer Charles, 


| Cha. What do-I ſee ? that Wer: Siſter ! He is already "ee upon my Ruin, 
my Death, Siſter, I ne'r till now cou'd wiſh thy. Beauty leſs. if not difcover'd, 
I am at leaſt undone. 

Bell, Come, Charles, thou ſhalt Raifie too : | Here's a Guinea for him: 
Emer Oldwit. 

O14, My Lotd,: 978, 50 ern 

Bell. Sir, 1 kiſs your Hands. 

Old. What a Pox, is this Pu my Wike-here ? wm lay-my: Life ſhe hears of 
the French. Count : I was in hopes ſhe whea'd have been ſullen, and we 
deve hog ape rn, GCaingy come, off with your fooliſh 


My Lord, this | f 
LVN/ld. ſalwtes L, Fan! did HOY Fan, oo | 
" Rf . 
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Bell, Madam, your Father has commanded me-to do-my elf the honour of 
the V Vorld 1 am moſtambitious of, Þ 

Gert. You are reſoly'd, my Lord, your Ambition ſhall be no danger to the 
Government, 

Bell. 1 own no Government, but yours : Others , but ruſe the Body ; you, 
the Mind. 

Cha. How can I hear my own ſad Funeral Peal ? 

Old. Mr. Wildiſh, my Daughter. | 

Wild. So, Madam, you have my Heart ; 'us flown, | cou'd not hold it : Took 
to it, and make much on 't, and fee that it comes to no Damage ; I ſhall _ 
it whole, and ſafe. 

Gert. 'Tis a light one, and always ready to whiſtle off at any Game; and as 
ready to be tur'd back again:but, if | haveit, uſe it ſo,it ſhall beglad to be gone. 

Wild. That Beauty cannet harbour fo much Cruelty, Oh, that this Kiſs wou'd 
laſt to Eternity / 

Gert. Raptures are no more ſigns of Love, than Huffing i is of Courage. 

Old. Oh, you Arch Wag you! are you there? £ Sir Hum.feals ro Old. 
'ha, ha, ha, as be leans whon bi 
Sir Hum. Yes, that Il am. Ha, ha, ha. Come, down Cane, ftrikes it away, 
with your Guinea. Now we have enough for a Tea- and fling « bim almoſt 
Pot, and a pair of Sconces. wpon bis 
. She's delicately handſom as an Angel ! what thinkeſt thou, my Boy ? 

Cha. With;Submiſſion, my good Lord, I think ſhe is mortal ; | am not ſur- 
priz'd with her Beauty. 'Look narrowly; does ſhe not look like a Shrew ? 

Bell. No; ſhe is all ſweetneſs in perfetion ! 

Cha. 1 wiſh you find her not ſo : Fame whiſpers [They throw the Dice in Orr. 
1 apes of that kind. 3 _- 

Emer the French Count, with bis Equipage: Shopkeepers all cry their Thi 

The Count www gra < >a munching of Pears. 4 *” 

L. Fan. Daughter, Daug co ; yonder comes the French Count! It muſt be = 

Mrs. Fan. Mon Dies, it is he! Nay, if Quality or Breeding ſcapes my Eye, 1 
have loft my Cunning, What an Air 5 what a Meen is there ? de Oo, be 

Count. Nicholas. 

Nic. Monſieur ? 

E.' — Take de notice . of doſe two Garle, vatch dem , dey have de very 

e Ayre, 

Mrs. Fan. His Perſon is Chareane, Tue his Air, viorigus his Meen: Men 

Coeur /! 
Gov. & molt Charmane, Tan diae, in exting Burganties 
mo Tuant Meen, in cating : heout-craunches 
a School-boy on a Holy- day, ey he is an errant-Coxcomb. 
Count, Page, ſette my Cravat-ſtri ” well, ver well. © 
L. Fan. he is an incomparable 15'tl5 


Bell. Thy Farce 1s like to take >the {60ks 
ke. admirably whey rey Rl 
Was No — ever took their Baits more greedily. 


Count. 
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Count. Monſieur, Serviter tres bumble. Have you forgotte me'? - 

Wild. Monficur le Count de Chevenx ! up 

Count. De ſame: I had de Honeue to-wait upen you rid my Regiment of Gen - 
& armes, .on de right Attaque at Laxemburgh. Oh, my Lor Bellamy, 1 am fur- 
priſe ver much | you did Charge my Regiment at de Fattel of Mones. | will ay 
no more of dat ; but, Begar, you did make us turn de Back ; vich de Regiment 
never did before, nor fince ; But is all one for dat, Serviteur tres humble, 

Bell. The Rogue Adts it admirably ! 

Wild. You are yo =_ bagh . | 

Count. 1 come to ſee de fine , de d-Beautee Engliſh ; which ar 
is beyond all de Varle : yevindeed.” i Bagh YR" 

Bell. ey m_ =_ w—_— 

Count, 1 ſpeak a littel. 1 did k de Com vid de Expliſh Officeers ; de 
ver brave Gentleman indeed, to learre de -—_ * for | did reſolve to come 
di: plas, for ſec de Beautee & de Wit of Eng 

Trim, Perhaps, your moſt auſpicious Stars cou'd not have guided your wan- - 
dring courſe to a more proper Region of the Earth, than this little City of Bury, . 
for the full Satisfaction of both theſe Curioſities-you are pleas'd to mention : nor 
is in all the Regions of Earth you have Survey'd; a Perion more devoted to 
your Service, than your moſt humble Servant Fobn Trims. - 

Count. Monſieur Fean Trim, you do me de grand Honeur ; . Begar, me am 
your humble Serviteur. jerny bleau, dis fellow be one great Fool indeed. [files 

Wild. That is the Lady and Daughter | told you of : this is4he Lady's 
band. 

Count. Is ver well : lette me alone for dat. 
Atrs. Fan. A moſt efhulug _— a Man ! his Eyes brillant , and fierre! ' 
Heart is gone : he may ſay, - as Ce/ar did Yeni, widi; wich. 
n+” Fan,.. My Eyesnever beheld a Parallel. wy 

Mrs. Fan. Eh Gud ! how the French Noble outſbines our's! methinks, theyv 
look like Tailors to 'em. 

Sir Hum, Monſieur, your moſt humble Servant : welcom to Bury.as | may ſay. . 

Old. My Lord Count, you are heartily welcom to Bury: -and 4 beg the ho- 
nour of your Company at: Dinner, at my Houſe. 

Count. Monfieurs, me kiſze. your hands : me- did tinke to invite de Shief Ma- 
jiſtrat, I don know vat you call him, Oh , is Alderman , to take de Collation -: 
vid me; butte me can no refuſe de faveur. : 

Mrs. Fan. | am tranſported with Joy-!- | 

L. Fan. Dayghbter, ſpeak to him-in Fresch ; he ſeems already Capuvated with © 


your Looks. 
Count. You ave appy in de Converſation-of de fine Ladee; butt&to lette - 
Piſtol, dat dat fine La-- 


you know my Skill, my.Cunning, me vil gage a 
dee, and her ver Siſter, are de French Ladee. 
Q1J. Ounds, this wilt. make my damn'd affeftedToad ſo-proud.; the 
Devil wou'd not live with her. - French, ' and Siſter, with a. Pox ! - 
L.Fen,We have often bewaild the not haying had the honor tebe born French.” 
Conus. Pardon me ; is impoſlible. . | 


po IS 
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Mrs. Fan. Monfoy, je parle wray : we are meer Engliſh aſſurement. '. - | 
Count. Mon yndg pda 7 vat is dat Gibberiſh ? Vi, lette me. ſee ; de 

Fader is de Lawyere, an ſhe of him at de Temple: is de- Law French, 

| am-amazz !--French Looks, French + Ayre, French meen, French movement 

of de Bodce ! Morbleau. Monſieur, I vill gage 4, 500 Piſtol, dat deſe two 

Siſter vere bred in France, yes. Teſte bleau, 1 can no be deceive. | 
Mr. Fan, Fee wous en prie, do not z we never had the bleſling tobe in France; 

you do us too much honour, Alas, we are forc'd to be content with plain Es- 

gliſh Breeding : you will bring all my blood intoa bluſh.! 1 had indeed a pencben 
always to French. : 

Cou. Penchen |! vat is dat? Oh, is Law French,” You putte de very great 
Confuſion upon me : | tought it was impoſlible to find dat Meen, Ayre, Wit, 
an Ereeding, out of Fraxce. | 

Old. French ! why, my Lord Count, this is my Wife, this is her Daughter, 

Cou. Daughtere ! dis young Ladee have de Daughtere ! Begar, you make my 
Head turn round, an mine Hair ſtand up: is impoſſible. Pardon me. 

L. Fan, My dear ſweet Lord Count, you pole me now with your grand Ci- 
vilities : She is my Daughter ; I was Marry'd indeed exceeding young. 

Cou. Pegar, Madam, den you be de pretty Modere, ſhe de pretty Daughtere 
in de whole Varle. Oh mine Art, mine Art! doſe Eyes, dat Ayre, ave kille 
me ! I broughte de Art out of France, and I ave loſt it in dis plas: is gone, 
Madam ; an Morbleau, you ſee now de French Count vidout a Heart. 

Trim, With what frigidity ſhe looks on me ! and with what warm Tranſport 
ſhe ſeems to pierce the Frenchman through ! Yarium & mutabile ſemper famins. 

Re-enter Bellamy, Wildiſh, and Gertrude. 

Wild. What would you give for ſuch a Servant ? 

Gert, Juſt as much as I wou'd for you : 1 had not ſo much as 2" upon a 
Country yet for my choice ; but methinks France ſhould be the laſt. I like not 
thele Apiſh Counts ; they're meer Kickſhaws, 

Bell. You judge right, Madam, of this Count at leaſt. 

Gert. Indeed, he ſeems to me a very choice Coxcomb. 

Cou. Oh, Madam, you have de-fine Haire, de very fine Haire ! doſe treſſes 
Conquer de Lovere ; Cupid make his Net of dat Haire, to catchede Art : de co- 
leur delicat, better den my Peruke is great deal : Begar, if 1 had dat Haire, 1 
wou'd make two tree Peruke of dat. 

Wild. Pox on you, you Raſcal. You are no. Barber, Sir ;'yoe are a Count. 

Cou. Have de Patiance : dat is, me could makede Peruke two tree; - butte | 
youd — Leo de AR de ne Love yen : x 

cry their Wares, Emer ſeveral Puddings, ve Papers. 

x Pad.” A very good Monſter ! a very preity delicate Moniter: the like ne'r 
ſcen in England ! The Monſter is juſt now beginning. 

2 Pud. Pimper le Pimp, the High German Juggler! pray walk-in, and 4ake 
your places ; 'tis thefaſt time of Showing this | 440 

Cos. Vat is Pimp ? .Vat, does he lette a de Whore at de Fair ?/ 

. © P«d. A moſtdelicious dainty monſter, the moſt delightfubmonſter, the pret-- 

tieſt monſter cyer was ſeen! The moſt admirable! The moſt incompagable * 
Wonlter / ; Con. 
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Cow, Ha, ha, ha. Begar, 1Hike dis ean Pudding very well ; 1 vi 3 ©; 
him, Begar : he make me Laugh dis of ere he Ende kills me. abroy- = 

Wild. You Rogue, remember you are a Count, -and no Barber, Puppy. 

L- — 7 You ſee his Wit and Judgment ? he finds out good Breeding im» 
mediately : | . ' : 

Gert, Yes he has found Wit ina Fack Pudding. , 

Cu. Mor ble, Madam, | have ſee de Marionette de Tean Pudding in France, 
dat have de great deal of Eſprits,- and of de Wit : de very pretty man, ard de 
very good Company ; yes indeed. | | 

Mrs. Fan. No doubt, Sir, Affurement ovwy. Look you, Mrs. Gatty. 

Cou. Begar, dat be very merry Gentilman ; [Sir Humphrey finds aCoun- 
he have de great deal of Wit, alſurement ouy. try Peaſant leaning upen bis 
Teſte bleau, Ye Inſolence of Peaſant Engliſh ! Stuff ; be flrikes it away, 

and be falls backward. Another Peaſant knocks Sir Hum. down : be riſes, ani 
Draws. Several of the Mobile joyn with the Peaſant : the Gentlemen Draw, 
end Reſene him. The Ladies ſhrick, and run eway. » 

Wild. Dea'h, let's in, and Reſcue him: 

Bell. Sir , you have ſuffer'd for your Wit I ſee. 

Old. Only a Head broken, that's all : the inſide of your Head will ofien en. 
danger the outſide, Sir Humphrey. . 

Sir Hum. Piſh, this is _— Pox on't, an accident ; a meer Acciden* 
Gad take me, I'll havemy Jef, let what will come orc. 

Cow, Inſolent Peaſan! Begar, me vill kille wvo tfee touſand Peaſant, Strike 
de Gentilman ! Sire morbleau, me vill helpe you to kille de damn Peaſant. 

O14. Come, come to my Houſe : my Daughters Woman ſhall lay you on a 
Plaiſter. | 

Cow. 1 voud be gladto putte my Cutto into de Body of de Peafant, dey 
have fright de Lady. . 

Bell. But, Monfieur le Count, our Peaſants have Quarter-ſtaves ; and if Gen- 
tlemen go to run 'em through, they will knock *em down : and we commend 
'*m fort. . 

' Cow. De Peaſant ! begar, de Peaſant be de Slave, de Dog, morbleu. 
Bell, Our Peaſants wear Shooes and Stockins, and lye warm ; and have go2d 


* Meat and Drink in their Houſes. 


Wild. Your King is a King of Dogs then : but how much greater is ours, 
who is a King of Men, and Free Men ! Ours.Governs the willing, he the un- 

Cow. Your King great as our Kivg ! Jerny, your King can do noting, dere 
is de Law, de Parlizment, 1 dqn know vat begar : my King can {end for mp 
Head wen be plas ; yes indeed, hum, * | 

Old. My Lord Count, 'tis almoſt Dinner time. 

Will. The Rogue talks, as if he were of the Blood, Royal, 

Bell. Yes, like the nextSuccelſor, © 7 | | 

Cow. Yes, Begar, he can ſend for my Head : © and dar be yery good for him. 


' * Wild.” But my King cannot ſend-for vo toner” ns 


Con. Morbleu; dat be Yery godd for you: yes = - © [Pxebitf 
E ACT. 
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Oldwit, Lord Bellamy, V Vildiſh, Sir Humphrey, Count, Trim. 


ow Dy my Lord Count, my Lord Bellamy, and Gentlemen, may good 
Digeſtion wait on Appetite, apd. Health on both ; as Mackbetb ſays : 
Ah, 1love thoſe old Wits. | 

741d. You are a Wit in your Heart. 

Old. Ay, faith, ſo.l am; and Ilove to be merry at Meals. Ah, Wit is as 
neceſſary as good Wine at Table. -+» 

Sir Hum, Ay, faith, ſo tis: I ſummon up all my Wit at Dinner. 

id. My Lords, and Gentlemen, we'll into my Smoaking-room, and ſport 
about a Brimmer ; and Wit ſhall fly about like Hail-ſhot. Oltt, the Wit that I 
have heard in that Room !. 

Bell. We will wait on you ſoon; but I have promisd the Ladies an Enter- 
tainment, with a little Concert of, Muſick by my own Servants, . who are ready 
now : and I deſire you will call the Ladies, Sir. 

O14. If your Lordſhip pleaſe; but, faith, we had better be a Toping. 

Sir Ham. Did you ever hear. the Thetford Muſick ? | 

Bell. Not 1, Sir. 

Si Hum. 'Sbud, they are the beſt Muſick in England : there's the beſt Shawm 
and Bandore, and a Fellow that Acts Tom of Bet'lem to a Miracle ! and they 
Ging Chen, Oh gentle Charon, and Come my Daphne, better than Singleton and 
Claytin id. 

Wild. tlers's the pleaſure of Country Converſation, Bellamy : Had not a man 
better be comAemn'd to the Galleys, than endure it ? 

Rel. 1 am of y 5ur Opinion, Ned ; and for that Reaſon, never ave ſuchCome 
pany at my [louſe : it i have, 'tis but for once ; for Country Gertiemen, unleſs 
you repay 4hcir Vilit, are too prgud to ſee you twice : and [ never Viſit any, 


but ſuch as I like very well. [Six Hum. Dumfound; the Count 
Cou. Mortbleu, vat is dat? Monſieur #7/4;b, did + with @ ſmart rap on the 
you hit'e me ? | Shoulders. 
Wild.” Not I, Monſieur. [Sir Hum. r4p; him again. 


Cox. Nor you, my Lore #. 
Bell. Not 1, Monſicur le Count. 


Con, Ventre bleu, is dere again ! Sire, vat you mean by dat, to ſtrik 
ketween de Herd and de Shouldere ? : Be _— 
Trim. My Lord, if your Honour had given your ſelf the leiſure circumſpettly 
to have mobs laquilition into any part of the tlkiſtory of my Life and Breeding, * 

or 


_- 
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of into the (edate Compolure and Serenity of Mind, you might eaſily have 
Collected that I am a Perſon that either never exercifd my elF in ſuch Juycuile 
and Jocular Diverſions ; or, at leaſt, have totally abandon'd them. 

Cow: Begar, dis be de very great Fop, Telte bleu, I no..underſtanda him. 
Agen? is de Diable. Ah, may foy, is dat merry Gentilman. - [Sir Hum. raps 
Ha, ha, is very good Jeſt indeed z--but, Begar, you hittE. me bim agam. 
tao hard indeed, 

Sir Hum. Nothing, nothing at all, my Lord Count, among Friends : I can't 
forbear my Jeſt, faith ; let's Kiſs, and be better acquainted. 

Con. Vid all mine Art, (K5f5.) Ha ! who Shave your Face ? lett@ me ſee : 
he leare two, tree, four great Stumpe, dat pricke my Countenance, Oh fie ! 
deſe Barbiers Engliſh can donoting : 1f I wow'd take de (Snaps bis fingers) Trade, 
Begar, 1 voud ſtarve dem all, [Snaps bis fingers again. 

Wild: Sirrah, Rogue, remember you are a Count ſtill. 

Cow. Is all one : 1 ſometime takedelight to Shave de Nobleſs of France, for m 
plaiſir. | | [Enter Charles with the 4 

Enter Oldwit, gud Lady, Mrs. Fantaſt, and Gertrude, Women and Chamber-maids. 

Old, Now, my Lord, let the-Muſick ſtrikevup; here are the Women : 1 long 
to be at Brimmers. 

Sew Hum, Now fort fit of Mirth. . 

Bell. Come Charles, begin, They Sing @n Italian Song of two parts. 

You muſt excuſe it ; *tis Country Muſic, Madam,* * wy wy 

Gest. *Tis admirable ! the Court has no better. 

L.*Fan.' You muſt be putting in, with your ill Breeding! If any Traveller. 
ſhou'd afficm that [raly attorded better, 1 ſhou'd humbly demand his Pardon: 

Mrs. Fan, lam (wallow'd up in Admiration ! je ſus aftormne! I am only in 
doubt, whether the Harmonious Compoſition, or the elegant Performance, be 
moſt Charmant. ' | 

Cow. Dat is admirable bien dit, Madam ! 

Old. 1 had a Daughter that ſung But, no more of her. 

Char, What d01 hear? I'll haſteaway : Farewel. Exit Charles. 

Gert. | never hcard a Voice and Manner {o like my poor Siſter's. I thought 
he had ſome reſemblance of her, but that-he's of another Complexion : But he 
was ſo Baſhful, he wou'd not ſhow his Face. 

Sir Hum. My Lord, can they ſing Lilly Burl:ro ? or have_ they ere a merry 
Song ? \ | 

Bell, My Servants are no Fiddlers. 

Old. Come, come, my Lords and Gentlemen, into my. Smoaking Room : 
Women, go pack into the Drawing Room, and play at 'Toe Gleck, or Om» 
bre; go. 

PA. Fan, Ol, Madam; get.the French Count with. us, or 1 am Ruin'd. Oh, 
he is the fineſt Perſonage; and:adaſt' agreeable / 

L.. Fan, 'Good Mr. Oldwit, ' you will betray, your. ill Reeeding.: Entertain 
one of the French Nobleſs with SmoaRing and Sotting ! he ſhall with us, You 
thow your Wit; anc not a word of French amang you l'r | 

Old. *>death, my Wit ! dare you profane my Wit! Thou old, ill. bred, ſilly 
*«a" 7 E 2 Creature 
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Creature, Pll teach thee better Breeding, and' make thee ſubmit to thy Lord and 
Maſter. , 
Con. Sir, | beg your pardon ; I am for de Ladee : I no Drink, 1 no Smoak. 
Come, Madam, vee vill play at de —_ jeux, or ſome ting or oder. Begar, 
de ſmoke ſp1il my orangery and Pulvilio, 
Mrs. Fan. Oh, I love de Petites jeux extremement. 
Triw. | am alſo for the Ladies ; to whom I haverever Sacrified all my de- 
yoir : Madam, 1 kiſs your hands. 
Mrs Fan. Piſh! But as | was ſaying, Monſieur 
Trim Ha | muſt | be Sacrificd to that Kickſhaw of a Frenchmen ? It ſhall not 
be long cre he receive a Chartel from me. 
Sir Hum Mr. Oldwit is ſo-imporrunate, that Leannot leave him yet, - faith 
but I'll ftea! away, and pay my Duty to you. 
Mrs, Fan, No, no, Sir Humphrey, no matter : the Count is an Accompliſhd 
Gentleman. Monficur, you were ſpeaking 
Sir Hum. Say you ſo, Ud'sbud ? the Count my Rival / I will takean occaſion 
to kick that damn'd Count moſt exceedingly. 
O14. Daughter, meet me half an hour hence, without fail, in the great Dining 
Room above. 2 
Gert. | will, Sir. ' S | 
Wild.” Pray let it be within a quarter'of an hour; for moſt important Rea 
ſuns | will give you there. 
Q/4. 1 have contriv'd an opportunity for your Lordſhip to be private with 
your Miſtreſs, my Lord. | : 
Bcll. You infinitely oblige me, Sir. 
Old. Come, now let's all into my Smoaking-room. Go, Womankind, pack 
away to your Cards, and your Tea. [Ex. Count and Ladies, 
Trim. Mr. Oldwit, I humbly take my leave, to withdraw with the Ladies. 
014 No, faith, ſhall you not, Sir Humphrey, take him you by one Arm; and 
I'll take him by the other: 
Trim, Gentlemen, Gentlemen, commit not a Rape upon me, I beſeech you : 
I drink not between Meals. Did you know how averſe 1 am Sir, . Sir, [ 
would not be Intoxicated for the Univerſe : Sir, Sir. 
Old, Come, my Lord, and Mr. Wildih. [Trim talks all the while they bale bim: 
Bell. & Wild. We wait on you: 
Bell. What are we Condemn'd to ? . [Exeunt. 
Re-enter Lord Bellamy, Wildiſh, Sir Humphrey, and Trim. 
Old. Here, where ishis damn'd Butler ? bring the Monteith, and Bottles. 
Well, Mr. //:{4;h, you are one of: the top Londen Wits. | 
VYild. Not guilty, upon my Honour. 
Old. No matter for-that. But did you ever hear more Wit fly about a Din- 
ner at Lyndon ? Such Broad(ides and ſuch” Merriment, my- Lord ? 
Wild. Yes, indeed, a great deal of 'V'Vit did fliy-abeut the Room. 
Sir Hum. Sir, your humble Servant: VVhen my Lady ask'd me for a a 
” 


of, Rabbet, you remember 1 told Her it was a Rawbit, for *twas not 
hp, ha, ha. | 


= 
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Trim, That was a good jeſt indeed, | 

Sir Humphrey. She avk'd me, if | woud have any Cuſtard ? 1to!d her, I was 
no! ſuch a Fool to refuſe ir, 

Old. And, when ſhe azk'd me, Will you have any Woodcock, Hugband , I 
anſwered No :"1 will have ſame Gooſe, Wife, -She thought to have put the 
Woodcock upon me; and 1 put the Gooſe upon her, i'faith. 

Sir Hum. Ha, ha : Very good! excellent! , (The Count and be. Laugh. 

Trim. Theſe Gentlemen, Mr Wildiſh, are —_ I muſt confeſs they want 
not Salt, and are indeed very Jocoſe ;- but 1 woud gladly hear ſomething from 
your (elf, and my Lords Honeur, that favours moge of Solidity, than what 
they hitherto have produc'd. 

Wild. Are you always thus Witty, Sir ep? 

Sir. Hum. Oh, ay. «The Judges, when they come the Circuit, certainly ſend - 
for me : they love my Company. © 

Bell. Do Judges love this way of Wit ? 

Sir Hum. Ever while you live ; and your Serjeants, and Doors of Divinity - 
the laſt time 1 Din'd in ſuch company, 1 told a Story of a Doctor of Divinity, 
whoſe Witt ys'd to: entertain him with” three Diſhes every day ; Bitter, Ppur, 
and Tart, There was ſuch a Laughing, they Roar out again : The Ladies 
Tyhee'd under their Napkths; Lam the Son of a Whore, if the Tyhee did not 
take a reverend old Gentlewoman as ſhe-was a Drinking, and the ſquirted out 
the Beer out of her Noſe, ”-ag.an Indian does Tobacco, Ha, ha, ha. 

Old. Prythee, dear Sir Humphrey, forbear ; 1 am not able to bear it : I have 
laugh'd my (elf fore. 'Mr. Trim, what ails you ? you are melancholy. 

, Trim, 1 miſt confeſs, Sit Humphrey is a man of neat concile parts, andexceed- 
ing. Jocular ; but my way 4s to atfect, being more grave and (olid. 

Old. Grave and ſolid ! Come, come, you want a Bottle, VVhy, Sirrah, 
Butler, comeYuickly, - You ſtall have a whicking Frey: , 

Trim. Sir,| proteſt againſt Bumpers: 1wou'd not drink gBumper for theUnirerſe. 

; Enter Butler, placing Glaſſes and Bottles. 

0/4. .Raſtal, make haſte, you Jazy Elephant. aud, d'ye hear, bring: me m 
Horn I uſe to Drench the Reſtive Drinkers with.. Ml make you take your Doſe. 

Trim. That men ſhou'd cloud the Faculties of their noble Souls, and pur 
their minds, as "twere, into a Miſt ! ' 

VVild. VVy, you can make a Joque, Sir Humphrey upon any thing, 

Sir Hum. | (cldom fail, thank God. 

VVild. Let's heat now, upon the VVainſcot, 

Sir Hum, Pſhaw waw ! 'tis weak WainſTot. 

Bell. How ſo ? 'tis good Dewiſh Oak. | . 

Sir Hum. Ha, ha, ha; you know, the weakeſt goes to the VVall : the VVains - 
ſcot goes tothe VVall 3 Ergo, weak VVainſcot.. Ha, ha.. | - 

014. Ha, ha, ha: ! _ 

Sw Hum. | am again: Reprieving V Vainſcat. 

VVild. How ſo ? the Devil can't find- that lis Zn. M 00 

Si Hum. Ha, ha, tha: why, Wainſtot dayes many a Hanging : Ie 

01d. Ha, ha x admirable ! for, if Lkad not.V Vainſcoted my. Rooms, [guſt 
have had Hangings. He'l kill me ſome time or other... els, 


Ir 
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Bell. Upon the Window, 9 | 

Sir Hum, Why 'tis a damn'd mutinous Window ; for 'tis full of Quarrels ; 
You ſhall never take me at a Why not. | 

YVild. Upon the Looking-glaſs. 

Sir Hum. Why, *tis an Ill-natur'd Looking-glafs. 

VVild. How o ? 

Sir Hum. Becauſe it makes Refletions ; ha, ha. 

V/ild. Upon the day. | 

Sir Hum, Upon the day. Hah, hum ; why, *tis a ſcabby day. 

VVild. A ſeabby day ? * "os 

Sir Hum. Ay, becauſe the Sun's broken out: | 

O14. For the love of Heav'n, dear Friend, not fo faſt: I cannot ſuffeg it. Come, 
Sirrah, a Bumper, . 

* Enter Footman. | 

' Foot. Sir, there are four Gentlemen come to wait on you. 

Old. Who ? Butler, remove the things into my Parlour : thts Rooms [*sbi( 
too little. Come, Geatlemen; 1 beſeech you ſecure the Priſoner. [They laj \uf 

Jrim. Sir, you have Cy enough, 1 beſeech you, Sir; Sir, 1 on bim, 
diſclaim Drink between Meals. . [ Exexnt. 

Enter Gertrude. * 


Gert. VVildiſh is not hereyet; I am come ſomewhat before my time, to fl 
from the horrible Impertinence in the Drawing-Reom, IN] lay my life, this 
French Count is ſome idle Scoundrel, and an Impoſtor. bl 

Emer Wildiſh, 

VV114. Madam, ycur moſt humble Servant : you have not ſtay'd long;l hope, 

Gert. Not at all for you, 1 aſſure you, Sir : my Father appointed me 

-VVi1d. Not this quarters hour yet, by my Watch. 

Gert, It wants nothing by mine: but you Sparks have ſuch vMity, that y 
are ready to turn every thing to your own ddvantage. Can you beheve I come 
to meet you here ? 

VV11d. Is it not fitter for your Youth and Beauty, to meet an honeſt young 
Fellow, who is in Love with you to Madneſs, than an Old Fellow with muſty 
Sayings, old Proverbs, and wiſe Counſel ? 

Gert. Don't abuſe my Father behind his back, He wiſe! No wiſer than your 
ſelf : He is a Bury Wit, as you are a London one. 

Wild. 1 a Wit, Madam ? You are reſolv'd to uſe your Soveraign Power over 
me ; and |'ll ſhow you my Paſſive Obedience, Do you Swagger like a Tyrant ? / 
you ſhall find I can bear like a Slave. | * 
6 Gert, Yes, you can att a Slave for a time, in hopes of making me one ever 

ter. , 

Wild. Ah, Madam, thoſe eyes were made to Conquer, and preſerve their 

veſts : where ere they come, they'll Govern always. IO... 

Gert. For all that, if I were Marry'd to you, which Heav'a avert, you wou'd, 
within three months, be apt to think my Maids eyes, though a Doudy, more 
Vietorious, 0 | 

Wi. It is impoſſible : 1 cou'd as (oon prefer a farthing Candle to the Suy. 

G74. Nay, 1 ſhall never try. Vpld. 
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Wild. 1 am refolv'd Pf'never leave you : I will wait upon your Perſon, or 
watch about your Houſe continually. 
Gert, But VII command you from me ; Ill try my Dominian. 


Wild. In what ever I can, I will obey you : but you may as well command 


your Shadow from you, in the Sun-ſhine. 

Gert, I'll call in aid, to remove you farther. 

Wild. Not Bombs, or Cannons, can do that. While you are awake, I'll ne'r 
be from you ; and when you ſleep, Ill watch, and figh, and fing my Plaints 
about your Houte. | 

Gert. Sure you dage not be thus bold ! 

Wild. By Heav'n, I cannot helpit : and look toit; for this in Bury (as all 
little Towns are full of Tatling and Cenſure) will bring Scaadakto you, at leaſt, 
if it does not prodyce Lave in you. 

Gert. For Love, | am ſure it ſhall not : and for Scandal, 111 remove. 

Wild. Where ever you go, you have faſt hold on my Heart-{trings, and will 
tug me along with you. 

Gert.+If 1 have, Ill tug you, Pit warrant you, till I crack them. Theſe 
are Flams : Ill to Londen ; there 1 ſhall be loſt to yuu, like a Hare in a Hate 
Warren, and you ſhall yelp no more after me. 

Wild. You are fo fair, fo bright, above all others, that 1 ſhall follow you by 
your "Track of Light, and never miſs you. 

Gert. Are there any Lovers thus Impudent, to think to procure Love by 
troubling one, 

Wild. 1s it Impudence, to own your Power, and my Weakneſs ?. In ſhort, 
Madam, I am refolv'd to haunt you worſe than any Beau, and pelt you with 
Billets doux ſome Fiftcea times a day. 

Gert. What, like one of thoſe odious Creatures, will you Dreſs at me ? and 
tye Cravats at me? and ſtrut like'a Turky-cock, and prune your. ſelf ? 

VVild. Even fo ; and ſtare, and goggle at you; and never have my Eyes off 
you, while 1 Side-box you in the Play-houſe. 

Gert, What, where the Beaux draw up three Ranks deep every day ? 

VrVild. Yes. | g : 

Gert, Well, and I'll never caſt my Eyes upon you for a whole Play together. 

V/ild. That will be over ated; and cunning Inttiguers will Cenſure you 
fryum that. | 

Gere, Very fine ! But 1 aſſure you, if you4oyn with the Beaux,- you. ſhall 
never be look'd upon by me : for there is not upon Earth a more odious ſight, 
than thoſe Boxes full of ugly Beaux. I obſerve, the Beaux. now are the ugh 
Hatchet-fac\l Fellows about Town, . 

VV4d. Fellows of five and fifty, with grizly Beards, ſet up for Beaux : and 
among theſe will I herd, when you-are at a Play, that 1 may. Ogle you, - Fair. + 

Gert, Then will IL leave the Play, | 

VVild. So will I. - 

Gert. And to the Park, | 

Wild. So will 1 : where I will Side-glaſ 

Gerz, Then wylil leave the Park, ... 


you, turn when you turn, — - 
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W/1d. So will 1, and follow you to the Mall. 

Gert, You will not dare ſure ? | 

Wild. Yes | will : and ſtrut up to you, with a Slur and a Coupee ; fing a 
filly new Song or two ſoftly in your Ear, ard put on an Air of Gayety, asf | 

| had ſuccceeded, 

Gert. Vl ſoon ſhake you off, and go to the Drawing Room, 

Wild. No ſooner there, but 1 am with you: and 'tis as good a Scene of 
Ogling, as any. 

Gert. Sure, | ſhall caſt you off when [ go to Church, 

Wild. The Beaux are the molt conitant Church. men + You ſhall ſee Troops + 
of 'em pcrk'd up in Galleries, ſetting their Cravats. There you ſhall be ſure to 
find me : and | will ſtare your out of your Prayers. In ſhort, my dear; ſweet, 
pretty Madcap, Iam reloly'd never to give thee over,” whil& | haye breath; 

Gert, This is m6it amazing ! Art not tha a very Impudent Fellow, to talk 
thus ? Do you call this making Love ? why, this is ing War; worle than 
Blockades ard Sicges, which they write of in Gazettes, . 

. Wild. It is a gentle Siege 3 but | will never raiſe it ; I may fall dead before 
your Fort. | 
” Gert. And thet you ſhall, before you take it, 

Iv hat a diſſembling Jade am I now ' Aſide. 

Wild. Then will 1 haunt you at noon, at dead of night —— % 

Gert, You will come a faithful Humble Bee, and Hum, and Puz; as the Re- , 
bearſal fays. A noiſe of one comingup ſtairs. 

Here comes ſome body ! I'll not have the ſcandal upon me, of being taken 
alone with you. | Exit, 
Enter Lyrd Bellamy. | 

Wild. Oh, my Lord, I have had the Advantage of you, in ſtealing from yon 
confounded Company before you, | - 

Bell. You have ſo; but there's great enquiry made after you, 

Wild. We were bad enough with our Punning Fools ; but that new Detach- 
ment of Drunkards and Viſitants, made 'em compleatly the moſt confounded 
Company I ever was condemn'd to, Here are the fruits of the Country 1 Pre- 
thee, my Dear Peer, fling off this melancholy t t of Retirement, and let 
us enjoy thee again in Londen : let me not loſe my deareſt Friend, for a Fit of 
the Spleen, or two. } . 

Bell. Dear Ned, if any thing Cou' tempt me to that noifie Town, thou, and 
ſome choice Friends, whoſe Converſation 1 extreamly value, might do it : but” 
| am weary of it, and dote upon my quiet Retirement, - on . 

Wild, Man is%ot ſelf-ſuſficient : he was made a Sociable Animal, and mult 
have Converſation. 


Bell. And that, by a Man of a good Eſtate, as you and I have, may be hadin 
Oil. Mary M be had ; but 1 

Wild. Merry Meetings ma ; but not ſo frequently, as ye 5: 

and when you think _ _ a choice Company, i ceites ts ——_— 

rous Hunter, Hawker, or Jocky, good for nothing elſe, and Roars Dogs, 

enter- 

tail 


Kites, and Horſes,z ard ſpoils that Meeting. To keep open Houle, 


% 
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tain the, neighbouring Coxcombs is worſe than being Hoſt of an Ini : and t9 
meet Company elſewhere, is to be poyſon'd with damn'd Wine. 

Bell. | take_care to meet none but gonad Company ; and where-ever we 
meet, we take a courſe to have as good Wine from Londen, as any there : and 
at my own Houſe, I will entertain none but good Company. | 

Wild. Then the Country Gentlemen, who are moſt of 'em ill Company, will 
hate you, and you will have no Intereſt, 

Bell. He that eſteems himſelf by another mans opinion, is an As. My Te- 
nants I make much of. 

Wild. But what can be the diverſion of a Country. Life? A man muſt be- 
wak'd at three in a Morning, by the*crack'd. Voices of Huntſmen, with damn'd 
Bugle Horns, and the confounded yelps of Curs : and for wang of Friendſhip 
with Men, divert themſelves with their Enmity to Beaſts ; and hunt as if the- 
Devil were in 'em, till at dark night they are ſcarce able to diſmaunt theirHorſes. 

Bell. They are Fops, Ned, that make a buſineſs of Sport. 1 hunt with,my 
Harriers half a dozen heats in a Morning, for Health and an Appetite : and, at 
Dinner time, let 'em be in never ſuch full cry, I knock off, 

Wild. There is ſome Reaſon in that ; but your grue Country Squire lives in 
Boots all the Winter, never talks or thinks of any thing but Sports, as he calls 
'em : and if an ill Day comes, ſaunters about his Houſe, lolls vu Couches; 
ſighs and groans, as if he were a Priſoner in the Fleet ; and the beſt thing he 
can Had to do, is to Smoke, and Drink, and play at Back-gammon, with the 
Pa , 

Bell. Theſe are of the ftrifteſt Order of Hunters,ſuch as keep Journals of eyery 
Days hunting, and write long Letters of Foxchaſes from one end of England to 
the other. Tho theſe are Fops, Ned, a Reaſonable man may enjoy him very 
well in the Country. . 

Wild. How © ? 

Bell. | have a noble Houſe, an Air pure, and uncorrupted. 

VViid. Which.are to be had in St. Fames's-Square and Hide-park. 

Bell. 1 view my ſtately Fields and Meads, laden with Cora and Graſs ; my» 
Herds of Kine, and Flocks of Sheep; my Breed of Horſes ; my Delicate Gar- 
dens full of all forts of Fruits and Herbs ; my River full of Fiſh, with Ponds, 
and a Decoy for Water Fowl, and plenty of Game of all kinds in my Fields and 
Woods; my Parks for Veniſon ; my Cellar well furniſh'd with all varicty of 
excellent Drinks: and all my own, Ned, 

VYild. All theſe things have we at London, The product of the beſt Corn- 
helds at Queen- Hithe ; Hay, Straw, and Cattle, at Smithfield; with Hoties too : 
\Where is ſuch a Garden in Europe, as the Stocks-Marke: ? Where ſuch a River 
as the Thames ? Such Ponds and Decoys, as in Leaden- Hall-Market,. for yout 
Fiſh and Fowl? Such-Game as at the Poulterers? An@inſtcad of Parks, every 
Cook's Shop for Veniſon, without Hunting, - and venturing Neok or Arms for 
it. And forCellars, from Temple-Bar to Aldgate; and all that I have uſe of, 
my,own too, fince I have Money. 

Bell. But [ have picaſure ig reading the Georgies, and con templating the Works 
OS ob Sov ord UT AH ot node T7” 
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Yd. 1 contemplate the chief Works ofNature : fine Women ; and the Juice 
of the Grape, well concofted by the Sun. | MT -”" 

Bell. Your fine Women, are a Company of proud, vain, Fops and Jilts, 
abominably Daub'd and Painted ; and | had rather kiſs a Blackamoor, with a 
Natural Complexion, than any ſuch : And, beſides, many of them are ſo un- 
ſound, that making Love is become as” dangerous as making War ; and the 
Wounds and Scars are diſhonorable to boot. Then, for your Wine, 'tis attended 
with ſuch Surfeits, Qualms, Head-akes, late Hours, Quarcels and Uproars, 
that every Scene of Drunkenneſs is a very Bedlam. 

Wild. Poor Bellamy ! thou wert never happy, ſince thou left' off thoſe 
Noble Maxims, Beatz now wwmerant | boras, rhealure not your time by Hour- 
glaſſes, but by Wine-glaſſes. Oh, the ſweet of a Brimmer at Midnight ! The 
Night was made for Beaſts to ſleep in, and for Man to Watch in. af: 

Bell. And if 1 have no other misfortune but the Head-ake, and Puking in the 
morning, to hear of this Friend breaking a Collar Bone with a fall, that having 
his Scult crack'd by the Watch, another run through the Lungs by drunken 
Bullies; and all this to Treaſure up Diſeaſes, if you ſhall arrive to a miſerable 
Age. Y ; 

a Who would -not be ſick ten Days for one good Night, with Men of 
Wit and Senſe ? | | 

Bell. There's no true Pleaſure but in Health. 

VVild. VVhat ſhou'd"-a Man do with Health in damn'd Country \A 
which a man ought either to be a very good Philoſopher,or none at all,to endure? 

Bell. VVhat good does VVit and Sence'do you? do what you can, the 
Fops will be at the top of Pleaſures ; and theKnaves will be at the head of allBu. 
ſineſs in ſpite of you; and will bear down the VVorld, that a man who has 
Wit can be good for nothing. | 

VVild. That makes the buſineſs of the VVorld fo fadliſhly done, 

Enter Gertrude, and Oldwit's Footman. 

Gert. My Father is not here, . ' 

Foor. He commanded me to bid you meet him in this Room, [She offers 

Wild. VVhither goes my pretty Tyrant? Tho' your Father be #0 retire. 
not here, here is (1 am ſure) one humble Servant of yours, 

Bell. That 1 am fure of, Madam, who is teſolv'd to lay. himſelf at your 
Feet, there humbly to receive his Doom, 

V/11d. What the Devil does he ſay ? 1s my beſt Friend my Rival ? 1 hope, 
Madam, you are not in doubt, wha that Servant is 1 ſpoke of ? 

Bell. What's this ? Are we Rivals? This is the. greateſt misfortune that 
could have happen'd! Hold ! perhaps it may be.only his uſnal Gallantry-to.all - 
young Women, Wou'd you cou'd fee the Wounds you make in Hearts ; then, . 
Madam, mine wou'd expect your pity. . 

Gert. This is a very pretty Scene; runs ſmoothly off the Tongye, aud is 
very well Actcd : Can you fo it over again ? | 

| as Oldwit, 

OW. Oh, Mr. V74ldgh: I have been ſearching, and ſending for you, all aver 

the Houſe, VVhat ? turn'd Flincher ! Faith, | muſt haye you down with me. 


Pula. 
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Vila. Here's my Lord's a Flincher too, 
Old. 1 wink at that : I*can give you ſome Reaſon for that, 'as we go. 
Daughter, you know what I have ſaid ts yeu-of this Noble maa : 1 cou'd nv 
find out in all the Nation, ſuch a Match. Do you mind me ? | 

Gere. Yes, Sir —«But, by your good favour, I'll find out for my elf, 
for all that. | | afite. 

WV dd. 'Tis evident ! What dam1d misfortune cou'd haye fallen out like this ? 

"Old. Come, faith, Mr. uldjſb, you ſhan't ſcape ſo: Brimmers fly about 
handſomelyg and we are a rare Company. | 

Wild. 1 muſt not diſcover my Love to this Old Fellow yet; 1 Will knock him 
down, with two or three in a Hand, [Exit with Oldwit, 

Gere, How | hate this kind of Fooling ! A VVoman never makes {© filly a 
Figure, as when ſhe is to look demurely, and ſtand to be madeLove to. [4fide. 

Bell. Madam, the ſeveral Letters | have addre(s'd to your Ladyfhip's hands, 
and my good Qrator your Father, tho' you never ſaw me, have let you know 
who I am ; and then you'll gueſs what [ have to ay. 

Gert. "Tis true, my , I do gueſs, and therefore your Lordſhip need 
not trouble your (elf to fay it ; forall Diſcourſe, about that affair, runs to the 
ſame Tune. 

Bell. 1 never lov'd before; nor can I believe that any Man loves like me. 

Gert: 'Tis all alike, © Matlam, your Beauties ! your excellent Accompliſh- 
* ments ! yourextraordinary Merits ! Divine, &c. The luſtre of your Eyes ! 
«and the reſt. Fhe honour to kiſs your fair hands ! &c. All this we have in 
Romances, and Love and Honour Plays, Truſt me, my Lord, 'tis tedious. 

Bell. Cou'd I incline your gentle Heart to Love, then no Diſcourſe of it wou'd 
ſeem ſo, - 

Gert, I can't tell that ; but as things iM now, indeed it makes me ſmile, 
to think of a grave Mother, or, for want of her, a wiſe Father, putting a 
Daughter intoa Room, like a Hare out ofs a Basket, and letting him Jooſe ; 
that 1s, to a(t the Part of a Lover before Marriage, and never think of it after- 
ward. . Thea is ſhe cither to frown, be peeviſh, or ſullen, and make no anſwers, 
or very ſcurvy anes; or elſe to bluſh, hold down her Head, tell the Sticks,and 
play with her Fan, and fay, I have no thoughts of Marriage, I am too young, + 
tis ne enough. | 

Bell. But, Madam, a Lady of your VVit and Sence, knows 'tis the great 
end that VVoman is deſign'd for ; and 'tis in vain for you to ſpeak againſt Loye; 
for every look, and every word of yours, inflames me more. ; 

Gert. Thete's a word now, Inflames, and Chains, and Fetters ! I warrant you ; 
One wou'd think a man were a Martyr, or a Slave at Algiers at leaſt. V Vhat 
converſation might Men and V Vomen have, did not this fooliſh Love interpoſle / 

Bell. 'Tis impoſſible fora Man to forbear thinking, or talking of Love, in the 
preſence of ſo Beautiful, ſo excellent a Lady. , ee 

Ger. ] cou'd expect no leſs» Beautiful ! Excellent ! &4s. How fillily one 
looks, who muſt ſtard to hear her ſelf Complemented.! My , Lord, . you. are a 
Man of Honour, and I will ſpeak plainly t6 you: I am reſolv'd agaialt LOve, 
therefore pray deal frankly with-me ; Didggoint the Old Gentleman, and my 

—— 
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not have one word of it betwixt us. My happineſs or ruin depends upon your 
Breath, 1am too young and giddy, to fix upon ſolemn a buſineſs; and the 
2caſure 1 fird in being free, cannot be þought-at any rate. | 

Bell. Your Father, Madam, 1 hope may be a prevailing Advocate. 

Gert. Hope is a very thin Diet, fit for Love if'a Feaver - but, to tell you 
true,l am 2pt to believe there is no ſuch thing aslove: but,if there be, 1 canafſure 
you, you have gone the wrong way ; for my Father is no Outwork of mine : 
you may take him, but you are ne'r the nearer me. I am a free Heireſs of 
England, where Arbitrrry Yower is atan end, and I am refoly'd to chooſe for 
my If, Hoyg happily am | reliev'd ? - 

Enter Count, and Mrs. Fantalt. 


Bell. 1 muſt obey. 
Mrs. Fan. Now Monſicur le Count, we are free: we were embarraſs'd with 


Company below, that we cou'd not enjoy our felves ; and ſome fo ill bred, 
that, ch Gud, they caus'd ſuch a Chagrin in me ! 

C:u, 1 am very appy inde occaſion of kille your And, in ſecret; indeed de 
Bury Ladies be. ver fine, ver prettee, and do me de great honeur ; ; butte, 
Madam, your Luſtre does outſhine dem, as the great- Sun docs de leetel Star 
dat twinkel, twinkel, in the Sky, Madam, 

Mrs. Fan. Oh, Monſieur, the ebat of your VVit will make any thing appear 
well : 1 muſt confeſs, I never have met ſuch brillant Converſation, as from your 
moſt agreeab.e perſon. 

Cu. See bee de Viſtorious Ladee; butte, begar, ſee ſpeake de dam _ French 
for all dat, * Afiae. p 

Mrs. Fan. En verige, you have Charm'd them all ; but, mon foy, 1 hate the 

:mpertinence of a numerous Afſemblee. 

" _ Cow," Oh, Madam, dereis no Plaitic in de Varle, as de retirement vid -o 


bright a Nymp: and, Madam, 1 muſt telle dat, now you have ſteale me out 
of de Companee, you cannot but | > 20h me, dat | have de ver great and fig- 
[ 


nal Paſſion tor vour Ladiſhip ; and { have bur de few littel opportunitee to ſay, 
dat, if you rake no Hy upon me, you breake mine Art ; and 4yuit 
kille my ſelf vid de French Bayonett, if you make de ſcorn of me. 

Mrs. Fn, | am not fo ill bred to ſcorn one of the Nobleſs. 

Gert, Pray forbear, my Lord, they wilt come to the point preſently ; wou'd 
you have us play the Fool thus? . 

Ceu. If you haveno ſcorn, de Indifferance is fatal, and vill kille me too. 

Mrs. Fan, Sincerement, Monſteur, a Lady cannot have indifference for a 
Perſon fo bien fait, and whoſe Converſation is Raviſlant. 

Gert. She comes on handſomely, ; 

Cou. Ah, Madam ! 1 kifſe your ſweet And, for dis great honcur : butt, 
Madam, if my Ambition might aſpire at your Love, 1 vill be more appy ten 
Toufand time, den de great Monarch, Madam. X 

Mrs. Fan, You know very well what the Poet fays : 

Res eft Solliciti plena timoris amor. * Con. 
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Cow. Ver well, Madam, you be de moſt profound Ladee, and Je great 
Scholar, - Morbleu, fhe vill finde me out ! -Vedy I can na read. . Cade 
Mrs. Fan. No, no aſſuremant, pretty welt read in the - Claſſic Authors, Oc 
ſo. Monſieur Scudery ſays very well : Lamour | Gar ande choſe. | 

Cow, Hee bee ver pretty Poet too, Regar, ſhe will puzzle me. . Lajide. 

Mrs. Fan.” Poet ! Monheur, he writ Romances. 

Cow. Ah, Madam, in France we calls de Romance, de Poet; 

Bell. Oh, Rogue ! that's well come off. 

Mrs. Fan. And, as Monſieur Balzac ſays, Songez, wnpes. 

Cou. Dat Baizac write de very good Romance. | 

Mrs. Fan. Indeed, 1 never heard that. | 

Cow. Je vous aſſure. A pox on her reading ! (Afide.] But, Madam, let de 
Poet, de Philoſoph, fay vat dey vill, begar I_ am. ſo much in Love vid-your 
Perſon, dat if you vill no bee in Love vid my Perſon, begar, I muſt\kille my 
ſcifin two tree day. A Ge 

Mrs. Fan. Take time, Sir, .1 beſcech you ; we mult conſider on this affair. 

Cow. Madame, | have no time to conſider ; de grand Monarch, my Maitre, 
wante me for a Lieutenan General, to make de VVar again Holland and Flandre, 
to burna de Houſe, afid to kille de Man, Yoman, and Shilde, as de great Mo- 
narch does, for hisGlory, And I vill ſpeake one proud Vord for my ſelf; he 
has not one Officier-in his Armee dat burn, make de Ravage, and kills, de 
Man, Voman and Shilde, better den my. ſelf ; no indeed. . 

Mrs. Fan. Eh, mon Dies ! that is Sanglant cruelle. 

Cou, Pardon mee, Madam, is de Diſcipline of War to putte de Village and 
de Houſe in flame, and vid de Piſtolet "to ſhoot de Voman paph in de Fare vid 
big Bellees, and de oder vid de, Shilde.inm dere Arm paph ph 'ver dum, ver 
dum, paph, paph,'and to putte de Pike an alf Pike into de Suck Shilde, and 
dey ſprawl, ſprawl, vid deir Arm and deir Leg, and make dever pretty Shight”; 
and take de litteBoy and de Garle, ( high, foe high, ſoc high, and fticks,. and 
ſtick de Rapier into de Bodee. Madam. | | 

*4 Fan, This is very, Bloody, | 

| Oh, no, Madam; dey bee de Enemee : de great Hero affvays butne - 
ard kille de Man, Voman, and $Shilde, for deir Glory. 

Mrs. Fan, \f you Heroes be fo cruel, "tis enough to fright a Lady, 

Cow. Ah, M tis de Enemee : butte to de Maitreſs, de Heroes be jentle 
as de-Lamb. | : | 

Gert» ,7 his Rafeal muſt be an Impoſtor : 1 ſcarce believe heis'a French. man ; 
tho? I have ſeen many-a French Coxcomb, yet 1 never faw a French Clown before. 

Bell, 1 will aſfure you, he is ſo ; *tis Ned Wiſh his Frolick ;-and "tis fit you 
know it, before the buſineſs go too far, 11! tell you more. 

Gere. Oh, the farther the better : 1 tove miſchief heartily, 

Mrs. Fan. If 1 ſhou'd agree to your Honourable Propofal; T-muſt loft you 
preſently. . by, 

Cou. Ah, Madam, *tis for mine Honeur, you. fall goe to nay chateau; - my 
great Houle ; for 1 have ſtyeral, vid de great Royaltee, 


Enter 


(38) | 
Enter Lady Fantaſt, with ſeveral Ladies wore. | 
" £. Fan. Theft Ladies havcent tain'd oe and my Lord Count's abſence, 
with ſome regret and Chagrin,” ſuitable to the occaſion, 
1 Ls. Ah, Madam, #1 yoa deſign to ingroſs my Lord Count ? 
2 Ls. That was foul play, indeed, Madam. Well, he's a fine Perſon ! 
Lord Bellamy, and Gertrude appear. 
Mr:, Fan, Quelle me Impertinance ! Why wou'd you bring them, Madam ? 1 
ſhall be a great Woman ; he is Captivated to the laſt degree, he has ten thou- 
ſand Piſtols a year, and great Houſes and Caſtles. 
Gert. In the Air, [ aſide, 
Mrs. Fan, Oh, Fye ; how her pitiful Engliſh Lord looks, in preſence of my 
French Count. 


1 La. Pray, my Lord, do my Husband the Honour to Vine with him to 
morrow. 3 / 

2 La. lf your Lordihip be not ingag'd, be pleas'd to honour my Houſe at a 
Collation this Night. 

3 La. My Lord, your Lordſhip ſhall do my Husdand a great Honour, to 
take a Repalt with him, | : 

4 La. My Lord Count = : : wy 

Mrs. Fer. They arc all Amoreuſe of him : his Kye is Cupid's Quiver, and his 
Ceams the Darts, | 


Enter Wildiſh. 
Wild. So, here's a very fair Aſſembly ! 
Myr:. Fan. He's engagee to Night, Ladies: 


Cou, Ladee all, you do me de very great hogeur : 1 viſh 1 could divide my 
i; but 1 am engagee to wait upon this Lady, and her pretty Modere. 1 
find, the lovec mee, by dat oy ſhe-makee for me, Lofide 


Gert. 1 like your Frofick ly, for all 'tis yours. 
Wild. So well acquainted, to tell ſecrets, a y! 
Bell. They are very familiar : ha ! 'tis moſt apparent ! | 
Cow, SerMeur, my Lor : Serviteur, Monſieur Waldgh. De Ladee rake 
muſh of de French Count : ma foy, you will ſee preſeritlee. 
Enter Trim. 

Trim. 1am not a little afited, that I have been conſtrain'd to borrow my 
ſelf fo long, from your Ladyſhip's moſt——— 

Mrs. Fan. Oh, Fye ! you ſmell of Tobacco to a great degroe. 

Cou. Ah, Madam ! take my Peruke, and ſmelle de Pulvilio : here; Madam. 

| [He plucks bis Peruke off, and gives it ; (be ſmells to it. 

Mr:, Fan. Mon Dieu ! Obligeant ! Here is Breeding, to diveſt himſelf of his 
chieteſt Ornament, to gratifie my ſenſe ! 'tis very fine ! ; 

1 La; * lis. admirable, | (wear } 1 

2 Ls, Delicate, 1 vow ! $Th, four Ladies ſmell it. 

3. & 4 La. Yery, tine ! | M171 Bu 

Cow, Is de ver fine Haire, Ladee : I have a great deal of de bet in, England 
or France, in my Shop. £46521} : 
oo or” How ? in your Shop! Do you keep "Shop, Monſicur ? How do you 
ell it 


Cow.” 
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eB wry a is dis ? Begar,.1 vill bite my Tongue. Shop! Shop ! 
no ! Vat you. call de place de Jeatilman ule bis - 
Peruke ? Oh, his {5 hg he Cloſer. Py 
Mrs. Fan.- Now you ſee, Madam Gertrude -wou'd you have him underitazd 
Engliſh like oneof us t Je "vous remercy ; there's your Peruke again, 
Trim. Sir, be pleas'd to read that Chartel, and give me ſuch an Anſwer, 
Enter Sir Humphrey Noddy. 
Sir Hun. Gentlemen and Ladies, 1 kils all your bas 
Cow. Pox take de Note: Ventre bleu, | can no read; but I believe is a 


Shallen longs. 
go Madam, Udsbud, we have drunk yaur Health in Bumpers Superna- 
culum. 

Mrs. Fan, Oh, fye' ſtand off | 

Cox. Hold : de Ladee no love de (ſmell de Tobac, 

Sir Hum. Are you there, ifaith ? 1 hate-the fight of a French Dog, agd 1 
will pluck him by the Noſe, - 

Con, If I draw, dey will parte mee. [afide.) Morblcu, mine Honeur ! mine 
Honeur. 

Mrs. Fav. Oh, Inſolence / fave the Count, fave the Count. (Bell and Wild. 
part them. The Ladies , and rus to the corner of the Stage. AE 
ger among them The Worn run out [brieking ; with _ Ex. 

um ; 
Oldwit Sings. Thee wa thre Mex cam of he Wet, 
To make Sak-petre ſtr 
Where are my Drunkards ? where are _—_ Ns Dretards ? You flinchers, you ſober 
Sets | Where 1s my Jezebel, my atrice, my Clogdogdo, as honeſt Tow 
Otter ſays? A hnadleh Jade, with Wit, and her —_— = ſteals 
my Drunkards Spouſe, Mummy ; thou that, ra thy every 
Night jp Scar-cloths ! 
The Servants come i, and held bm. 

Cox. . Conſider 1 did kille de Count, and have de Blood upon me. Vel, Mon- 
ieur, you vill take de care o- de buſineſs; Morbleu, Pax _ de Ns 
me can no read, me can no Fight : vat me can do vid de So 

Wild. You have done rarely ! let me alone ; I'll protect you let's Pts the 
fury of this Drunkard. [ Ex. with the Count. 

Old. Whereis my Goad ? my damn'd for better for worſe 7 She has ſtolen 
my Drunkards and my Wits from-me. Where are 'my Druukards ? Roguet, 
let me go to my Drunkards, and my Wits, you Rogues. 


There were three Men came out of i 
To make Salt Potrs Prong 4 
To twrn it into Gun- 


bor to Charge the King's Cannon. 


[he Servente bale bins out. 
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ACT. IV. SCENE L 


WVVildiſh, Trim. 


Wild. I Am the Count's Friend, but he will not engage me : he ſays, he always 

Kills, for he never gives Quarter ; and he will not be the occaſion 6f 
my leaviug my Country. He, mult into France, he is a great Officer ; he has 
laid Horſes, and will be ready to _ 3 . 

Trim, Is he ſo inveterate an Enemy ? 

VVild. Yes, and Fences like a Provoſt : he thiowss in his Paſſes quick as Light- 

ning, and hits what Button he pleaſes. 

Trim, Then, if 1 reap the Honour of the Field, my Lawrel will be greater. 
At the Eaſt end of the iggeſt Church, you fay, a quarter of an hour hence : 
I will not fail. 1 kiſs your Hands, Sir. How ever the unfortunate arrival of this 
Count, who has prodigiouſly infinuated himſelf into my RE affeftions, 
may have ruffed and diſorder'd the wonted ſerenity, of my Temper; yet in all 
occaſions that may occur, 1 aſſure you, Sir, you ſhall ever fi me Rational 
__ Civil. Your humble Servant : the Time fleets quick away, and Honour 
Cails, Exit. 
VVild. This formal Coxcomb, I find, 1 - and the Count will find ſome 
trouble in him : but *rwill advance the oy to have the Ladies, who" are 
ſtark mad after him; ſee or hear he's ly-Cudgelld. Enter Sir H L 
Sir Humpbry, if you make not haſte, the Tount will be before you: hel wait 
alone, at the Eaſt end of the great Church. 

Sir Hum. A Pox on him ; does he Fence ſo deviliſhly, and never give 
ter ? Bloody Rogue ! But, "what care I, 1 make no more account of this Count, 
than of a Jackanapes. 

FVVild. Never without a Conceit ! * + 

Sir Hum, Take me without a Jeſt ? But 111 be gone, and make the S__ 
Count dance a Minovet. Your Servant. | Exit. 

Enter Valet. þ 

Wild, This fellow may be a Coward, by his Vapouring, * ' 
Have you found the Count; ?+. .., 

Val. Yes, Sit? very melancholy at your Lodging, where he has told me 
the ſecrets of his Heart : he bewatd, this 6 RC , which he 
hends fo much, that, were.he not fure, as be ſays, of ie Love of Mrs. Fanteff, 
he wou'd leave his Countſhip, and run from Bury immediately, But he is now 
coming hither. - 

Wild, Well ; go about yous buſineſs, = ſay nothing yet. Exit Valet. 

| Emer 
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4 | Enter Coant. = 2 | 
— Vell, Monſieur, vat'is become of dis baMeſs tid" Monſieur Fean 
rim | 
Wild. | told him, I was your Friend, 'and 1 have appointed him a place to 
meet you in, 45 . 

Cm. Begar, I vil no meet. 

Wild: 4 have paſs'd my Honour, you ſhall be there. 

Cow. Morblcu, I vill no be dere: Jerny, [ vill telle you de fecret, Dis fine 
Ladee Maitres Fantaſt is in Love vid me: Ventre bleu, | vill no fight ; if 1 do 
I amde very great Fool indeed, to loſe de great Fortune ; tor if dis dam Rogue 
runne me trough de Bodee, me loſede Maitreſs. 

Wild. How, you Rogue ? Loſe her ! you ſhall never have her : as great an 
ayerſion as | have to her, the Frolic ſhall*not'go fo far. 

Cou, Ma foy, you be miſtake: de Frolic ſhall go more far ; yes indeed; fide. 
1 vill no kille de Rogue, or be hangafor de Raſcal. 

Wild. Don't trouble your ſelf : 1 have given him that Charatter of you, that 
he trembles at you; he'll never dare come, But we muſt be there, for our 
Honours ſake. | 

Cow. Is de Coward indeed? Afide, Eh Morbleu, Monſieut, me fear 
no perſon dat vear de Head ; but in dis caſe is no Prudarce. 

Wild. 1 bave met Sir H , and lhave Challeng'd him to Fight with you, 
for the tweak he gave ” by the Noſe : and told him, - wou'd be your Second. 

Cow, Jerny, vat is dis? Begar, [ vill no kille two : 1 yill no meet dat dam 
Rogye, ma foy, | maths 

/i1d, | have appointed him ;-you muft be there :-1 believe he is a Poultron ; 
but you will be Cudgell'd by all the Men, and ſcorn'd by all the Women, if you 
take the Tweak by the Noſe, Come along with me, VIl tell you more. 

Cox. 1s berter to take de Cudgel upon de Shouldere two tree four time, den 
to have de Rapier trough de Bodee one time : yes, a great deal better. 

Wild. ' AMlons : here's Company coming. Exit W;1d. and Cunt. 

» Ee ' Enter Charles. 

Cha. There goes theRival to my Lord : Oh, may he proſper in his ſuit, and 
cure my Lord, of his ſhort Fevor ! 1am ſure, he can never be ſo mean, to love 
one who (hall fove artother, But here he comes, 

Enter Lord Bellamy. ' 

Bell. Not all the ill Fortune L have ever met, can equal this; that he, whom 
Ihave lod long; 'Otruct'a” Friend; fo much'a Man of Honoar, thowd be 
my Rival! [ cannot blame him forat neither ; he ha8broken no Tru't : and any 
Man, that looks upon her, muſt be ſubdu'd, as lam. "tut my hope is yet, ſhe 
is unapt to Love. Oh, Charles, «pity ſee Ned ae 

Cha. Yes, my, Lord : evennow, lhe went into the Abby-yid. 

* Ball. he 4 «m1 Millrefs to theÞrefent andthe Letter, which I-fent ? 
 *" Cha; She Wwivgndtar on. "Here your Goldert Blox! fulf of Jewels :*-It is 
the fineſt Creſent 1 ever ſaw made to'a"Fady.” "My Lord, T beleteh yout Lord- 
ſhip;Hct 6c of your Tditlemten tart Pen oo : 
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Bell. 1s my ſervice then become irkſom to you ? 

Cha, Oh, no, my Lord ; pray frown not : Ill plunge into the Deep, Ill 
run into the Fire, to do you ſervice. Pray be not angry. 

Bell. 1 cannot tell what tis ſhou'd move thee to it ; but thou art ftill averſe 
tothe proceeding of my Love. 

Cha. | love you more than ever Servant lov'd a Lord : and 'tis my fear for 
you. My Couſin in Nor: hampton ! pri is of Kin to her, your Lordſhip knows ; 
and I once heard her ſay, ſhe had too great a Spirit fora Wife. 

Bell. She has all the Beauty and Wit, of her whole Sex in her ; and none of 
all their Vanities. Did'ſt thou not Obſerve ? 

Cha. 1 vid, my Lord, that which your Lordſhip did not. 

Bell. Ha ! what was that ? 

Cha, My Lord, 1 fear | ſhall offend. 

Bell. Yes, if you tell me not. 

Cha. Did you not perceive ſhe made a difference in her looks, and entertain'd 
not every man with equal ſweetneſs ? 

Bell. He ſtings me to the Heart ! [4/ide.) Explain your meaning. 

Cha. | may miſtake ; but yet, methinks, there is one Gentleman, whom ſhe 
beholds with greater favour, than what ſeems inditterent. 

Bell. It is her gaycty of Temper: you are too Jealous. 

Cha. It is for you, my Lord : pray pardon me, Alas ! what Intereſt can 
I have, but yours? I ſhou'd be loth to be Officious. 

Bell. What means tne Youth? ſure, young as he is, he is in Love with her; 
and Love will nouriſh even the higheſt Ambition : for why ſhou'd he be fo con- 
cern'd ? Where is the Letter, which I order'd you to give my Miſtreſs with 
the Preleat ? 

Cha. It is here, my Lord. [Gives bim a Note.) Sure, this will convince him, 

Bell. Ha ! what do ſee? "Tis Wildiſhs hand! To the fair hands of — 
How came you by this Note ? 

Cha. My Lord, the Note ? Ha! *Twas my miſtake. - Idid, at the beginning 
of my Diſcourſe, intend to ſhow it to your Lordfhip; but found you wou'd be 
too much mov'd, It dropt from Mrs. Gerrrude, after Dinner, and 1 took it up. 

Bell. Why did you not reſtore it ? 

Cha, |, knowing the Hand, thought I might do your Lordſhip ſervice in 
ſhowing it to you. Will you not read it ?_ 

Bell. Did you ? 

Cba. Oh yes, my Lord, knowing your Lordſhip was ſo highly concern'd ; 
and found it ſo familiar —— 

Bell. It was |mpertinent. | 

Cha. My Lord ! 

Bell. It was not honeſt; 

Che. My Look ye LY pardon my miſguided Zeal for you : 
impute it to my Youth, my 5-3 miſtake of Honour ; Forgive 
me, or my Knees (hall grow to the Earth. wy R ; 

Bell. Riſe, and learn better : to open others Letters is mean, and diſhonou- 

_ 
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am I to have Inſtruſtion from-you ! You area Man of ftriteft 
te my Fault, and gain your Pardon ? 

Bell, 1 pardon you, and will impute it to your want of Knowledge : and to 
make attonement for it, you ſhall return it to her, and make her what excuſe 
you can : Go inſtantly, and find her,and give me the Preſent,with my Letter (Exie. 

Che. Into how ſad, and how perplexd a caſe, has my too headitrong Paſſion 
brought me, which every day increaſes, while my hopes grow leſs? What 
proſpett have 1 now, or glimps of Comfort ? She, /in a little time, muſt loye 
as | do, What ſhall I ſay to her ? She will diſcover me : She ſaid, ſhe never 
ſaw one yet ſo like her Siſter, but for the colour of my Hair ; 1 overheard her: 
W hat ſhall I do? Hold : If this Jealouſfie ſhou'd make him fight with F4ldifh, 1 
am loſt ! 1'll follow him ; for, ſure, I ſhall be Valiant in his Cauſe. Oh, wicked 
raſhneſs ! Exit. 

Wildiſh and Count, in the Abby-yard. 

Wild, 'Tis a fine Moon-light night : theſe Fellows are Poultrons, and dare not 
come. 

Count, 'Tis de grand pity dat de Coward ſhould be ſuffer to live indeed, me 
vould hang de Coward. Begar, is time to go, 

Wild. We muſt ſtay a little: if they come, Ill run Sir Humpbry through the 
Lungs, while you whip the other through. 

Cow. Jeroy, vat, ſtay for de Coward ? -Begar, I ſcorn to ſtay for deCoward : 
ver well indeed, de man of Courage ſtay for de Coward! is no Raiſon for dat. 

VVild. 1 ſee two coming toward us ; they are them two. 

Enter Bellamy and Charles. 

Con. Pox take him, he does Lovede Tilt : Ma foy, is all one for dat ; begar, 
1 vill no meet dem : dey have affronte me, to make me vait ſo long time ; and 
] vill putte de affront upon dem, an leave dem now dey be come. [Walks haftily 

Will. Monſieur le Count, come back : What,will you leave me to two ? away. 

Cov. Hum, hum, hum ; me vill no come back. [Wildiſh overtakes bim, and 

Bell. Mr. Wildiſh. . lays bold on bins. 

Wild. My Lord. | 

Cow. O, begar is my Lor; de Coward vill no come. 

Bell, | have ſomewhat to fay to-you, which concerns me nearly. 

VVild. My Lord, I lately have perceiv'd-ſomething of you, that lyes heavy 
at my heart. 6.5 

Bell. 1 never yet met with misfortune which cou'd equal this. 

VVild. 1 know tos well your meaning, 1 never yet had any Croſs, which I 
with eaſe could not have born before. 

Bell. We haye been Friends. 

VyYild. Long Friends, and true. 

Bell. I think fo. 

VViid. How, my Lord, do you but think fo ? 

Bell. 1 never, vill this day, Had the leaſt doubt. What pleaſant Converſa- 
tion, what Endearments, what mutual Kindneſſes, have pals'd betwixt us. 

VVild And are you weary of my Friendihip, that you reſolve to break with 
me, by doubting it ? How have | loyd you preſeat ? with what ai have | 
G 2 uſtain' 


Cha. How 
Honour / pr ge ec 
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futaynd your abſence ? how often have we ventur'd oyr Lives for one another's 
Honour? And am | chang'd; my'Eord ? | 

Bell. Oh yes, FrienJ, w#art both Chang'd: I have a Miſtreſs/'now, {© Charm. 
ing, it is impoſſible that 1 ſhou'd Lite without her, OY, DOIST'T' 8 

Wild. 1 have a Miſtreſs tos; fo much above her Sex, ſo+Fair, fo Wty, To 
Engaging, that 1 mult Enjoy her, or I periſh! 

Bell. How ? Enjoy hcr! Take heed, Friend, 

Wild. | mean all Honour to her. 

Bell. Wou'd you polleſs the Miſtreſs of your Friend? 

Wild. Wou'd you polleſs the Miſtreſs of your Friend ? 

Bell. How, Sir ? do you Eccho me ? 

Wild. The Caſe, my Lord, is ſo. Once, there was nothing in the World 
ſo dear to me, as you; but, ſince I knew my Miſtreſs, I wou'd quit all that is 
precious in the World, c&'re I wou'd loſe her. 

Bell. What do [ hear ! Sir, have you then poſſeſſion of her ? 

Wild. A Sanguine man is never out of hope : I have her in Imagination now 
methinks. | 

Bell. Methinks, you go too faſt, Sir; you know my Temper : Sir, how lang 
do you think that I can bear a Rival ? 

Wild. 1 can conſider nothing but her, and her, and only her. 

Bell. You ſlight me, Sir. 

Wild. 1 hope | have more manners: | 

Cha.” Oh, how | tremble ! They will Fight, and 1am loſt for ever ! 

Cox. Dey ſeem in de Paſſion. * If dey two be mad, as tv make de Duel, dey 
vill take me for de Second, againſt dat littel Jetiinga, de Page; and I have 
ſeen de Page in France Fence like de Diable : he vill putte his Rapier in my Bo- 
dee; me vill ſteal away. $:eal:; out. 

Bell. | am agreed upon Articles with her Father, who is her Guardian. 

"Wild. And I am endeavouring to agree upon Articles with her : which is a 
ſhorter way. 

Bell. But "tis not fo fair a way, 

Wild. How, not ſo fair ? 

Rell. No : nor can any man enjoy her, while 1 live. 

Wild. *>death ! what do you fay ? Defend your (elf. 

Bell. 1 am always ready to do that, They fight. Charles runs out, Wildiſh 

drops his Sword ; then ſtrwoes to run info Bell. who offers bins bis. 

Cha. Help ! help ! murder, murder ! help, help ! 

Bell. Hold, Sir; hold : you want a Sword ; pray make uſe of mine. 

Wild. You are generous, my Lord; my Life's yours, and-ſo it was before, 
and whatſoever I cou'd call mine was ſo; except my Miſtreſs: + 

Bell. Let us be ſtill ſach Friends,: there's not a man on Earth I value equal 
with you. 


Enter Charles; 

Cha: They are embracing ! bleſs'd Heav'n ! I hope my Lord's not hurt; 
Bell. What remains then, but we proceed like men of Reaſon ; each take his 
way to gain the Divine Creature's Love ? And, ſince ane muſt be for eyer mi- 
lerable, let her be Arbitreſs of our twa Fates. Wild. 
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Viald. You tl poiſeſs thefame Honour which you ever had”: T am tow 
y our malt unhappy; but maſt faithful Friend, + % They ane ah 
£36 ns rf Enter the: Count. ' | 
Cow. Is de Fight done ? Oh, ley embrace, 'is'no'daripere. obs - 
VVild. You, molt-impudent Cowardly: Dog ! if you had not tin aw# "you 
might have parted us, and not have ſutfer'd Friends to F 'ight. Kiel hows 
Com. Hold, hold : 16 Ver well, you kicke de French Count ! Begar, vou ſhow 
"we Breeding : Kicke de Ceunt! you take me for de Barhjer ; ver fine, yes inleed. 
Ay Sural, you ſhall be Count no longer : this Frolit ſhall not turn to 
carnelt, 


Cow. | vill be gone, an gette de Ladee. for icu: \ 
he icke 8 | , forall dat. Adicu: Jerny, me vill 

Wild. My Lord, I muſt take off this Rogue, my Honour may be queſtion'l : 
for, tho I hate the Aﬀetted Creature, 1 vous ade barre this a. ſhe ” a Marri- 
age, or a Contract, Il follow him. , 

Bell. You have reaſon : by what | over-heard, *twill come to one of them, 
if you prevent 'cm not, Exit Wildiſh, 
Come Charles, come along with me : this Evening all the Company will be in 
the Fair, and there I muſt mecet my Miſtreſs. 

Cha, What deadly found is this ! On every fide 1 am loſt ! Exeunt. 

Trim m.the Church-yard ; and Sir Humphry fandmy cloſe under a 
x | Pillar of the Church. 

Trim, 1 could not have imagin'd, that this French Count ſhould be ſo devoid 
of Breeding, and the Decencies which become all Gentlemen, as to make me 
wait ſo long, upon ſo important an occaſion. 

Sir. Hum. This damn'd French Count will ſtay here for ever, I think : A Pox 
on him, for a Blood-thirſty Raſcal ! But I will outftay him, and face him down, 
that I waited here for him; and there may be hopes it may be taken up. Gad 
take me, he's a Murdrous Rogue, and I will not Fight ! 1 durſt have Geek he 
had been a Coward. 

Trim. W ill he never appear ? SO 

Enter La. Fantaſt, Ars. Fantaſt, two Men s. 

Mrs. Fan, Oh, Madam, I am ruined, if my d:arCount Pl ey Fight ! my Paſli- 
on is extream, as his for me. 

L. Fan. | cannot blame thee, Daughter : he is the moſt Charming Perſon, that 
ever my eyes beheld: I | 

M. Fan.. Oh, Madam, ſhou'd he fall, 1 never can ſurvive him | He las, mon 

Ceur | * 

L. Fan. Sir Humphrey was ſeen come into the Church-yard. 

Trim. Here is Company : I mult retire. 

Sir Hum.- Ounds, the Rogue will find me out ! he comes upon me ! 

[He fands uy cloſe : Trim comes wpon bi. 


Trim. Ha ! who's this ? . 
Sir. Hum. Oh pox is ithe ? Fack, Fack, Intle-Fack, nown Fack, my Lad ! 
Trim. ack ! Heck! Fack' Sir, you are too familiar,and byfyour Apiſh'Geſti- 
culations haye endeayour'd to'expoſe my Perſon on all occaſions ; for ' which, 
now 
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now we are opportuuely met ; I will Chaſtiſe you, as becomes a Gentleman. 

Sir Hum, W hy Fack | nown Fack! what, art thou mad ? Pr'y thee kiſs me, 

"Trim, 1 will ſalute you in another manner. Strikes bim with bis Sword. 

Sir Hum. Why Tack, Fack, prethee leave fooling. 

Trim. Draw : or | will Sacrifice you to my juſt Revenge, this very individual 
Moment. Have at you, 

Sir. Hum. Hold, hold ! this Rogue will kill me. [He draws. Trim puſhes at 

him, and bis Sword falls : Sir Humphrey takes it up, 

Mrs. Fan. Oh Heaven! there they are Fighting! Run, run, and fave the 
Count ! Oh, fave the | | She runs, and L. Fan. after ber. 

L. Fan. Oh, ſave the Count! fave the Count ! - 

Sir Hum, Take your Life; I give you your Life: and learn how you pro- 
voke me another time. 

Mrs. Fan. Piſh ! are theſe two here ? 

Sir Hum. Take notice | give him his Life. 

Mrs. Fan. |s this all? Madam, let's go. 

L. Fan. Come on. Exeunt haſtily. 

Trim. Sir, you have good Fortune only, but no Valour, to boalſt of. 

Sir Hum Sir, | have diſarm'd you, and there's an end on't. 

Trim. You will return my Rapier, as becomes a Gentleman ? 

Sir Hum. Gad take me, not I, till you come in the Fair : for ought I know, 
a Whim may take you to fight again. 

Trim, Sure, | have a greater ſhare of Honour, and a greater ſtock of Breed. 
ing, than to commit ſuch an Error againſt him whom Fortune has preſented with» 
that advantage. 

Sir Hum, Uds bud, 1'Il not truſt you : follow me. But I am reſolv'd to Cud- 
gel this damnable Couut, for a Coward. 

Trim. And | likewiſe : and ſurely Cudgels will render him obnoxious to the 
Hateand Scora of Madam Fantaſt. 


Sir Hum. I'll lay him on. Come, follow me. (Exit. 
Trim. That Perſons ſhou'd frequent Bury, and ſuck in no more Breeding , is 

I muſt confeſs Prodigious ! [Exit. 
Scene, the Fair. [ They Cry their ſeveral Wares. 


Exter Wildiſh : to him, the Count. 

W:1d, Where is this damn'd Count ? Oh, here. Do you hear, Sirrah ? Iam 
told, you have ſucceeded fo far with this Fantaſtick fooliſh Creature , that ſhe * 
will Marry you. 

Count, Den, begar, 1have make de French Count ver vel. 

Wild. If you make any farther application, 1 will cut your Throat. But, in 
the firſt place, I will un-Count you, and cut off your Train, Sir. 

Count. Vel, vel, vat you pleaſe : ma foy, ſhe Love me ver vel. Sall I make 
de Fornication vid her ? begar, | vilno Marry upon my Honeur. 

Wild. | had rather you ſhou'd do that, than Marry her; but 1 will have no 
more Love to her: and then carry on your Countſhip as much as you will ; 


you 
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you may have your choice of others. Bur be ſure to uſe the Cowards ſcurvily. 

Count, 1 warrant you, 1 vil beate dem. 

Wild. Then Cudgelling will enſue. [Afide. 

Count. Jerny, he cuttemy Troat! Begar, me make de great Laugh at dat : 
he no dare behanga ; me vil have de Ladee for all dis ; me know de Law. 

| Emter four Ladies, 

1 Lady. Oh, Monſieur I: Count, Serviteur | 

2 Lads Monſieur, your humble Servant. 

3 Lady, Monſieur, tam your's, I aſſure you. 

4 Lady. Oh, my Lord, we thought the Fair had loſt you. 

Count. Madams, me kiſle all your Hande : me wou'd be two tree four Coune 
for your ſaka ; begar, me vil make two tree four Cuckold , and Marry de 
Ladee too, [He walks forward, with two on each hand. 

Enter Gertrude. 

Wild. Oh, my moſt-cruel Miſtreſs ! | 

Gert. Oh, my moſt ungracious Servant ; can I come no where, but you muſt 
croſs me with your unlucky Countenance ? 

VFid. You can come no where, but I will indeavour to Bleſs my ſelf with the 
ſight of your's, or | muſt die. 

Ger. Oh, that it were.in my Power to make a Lover hang himſelf ! then 1 
wou'd Triumph for the reſt of my poor deluded Sex. They talk of being Mar- 
tyrs, and Dying, and Dying, and ſuch ſtuff; but wou'd I cou'd ſee one of 'em 
Die once : that wou'd be worth the ſeeing. 

VVild. My pretty Charming Tyrant, ſure you are not ſo bloody minded ! 

Ger, well, I am of opinion, that a Lady is no more to be accounted a Beau- 
ty, till ſhe has kill'd her Man; than the Bullies think one a fine Geatleman, till 
he has kill'd his. 

VVi1d. 1 muſt beg leave to be alittle more ſerious with you. 

Ger. Never ; why, you'l come to the Point then, which 1 .can never endure: 
_ in Jeſt, is but juſt Tolerable ; but ſerious Love is duller than a Rhyming. 

ay. | 

VVild. My caſe is now more deſperate than Ithought : I haye diſcover'd, that 
ny greateſt Friend,” a man of Worth and Honour, is my Rival. 

Ger. Ne'r the more the deſperate for that ; 'twasfull as deſperate before : but, 
{you be a true Friend to him, give over troubling me, 

VVild. How ! have you then made choice cf him ? 

Ger. Of neither : but, if 1 can be once rid of you, he is ſomewhat modeſter, 
ad 1 doubt not but to ſhake him off. Here he comes. 

Emer Lord Bellamy. 

VVild. Theſe free- ſpirited Ladies are hard to be ſubdu'd : a Man may get: 
Ten modeſt, meek, and ſhamefac'd Ladies, ere he can conquer one of thele ; 
they have not the Heart to deny, hs Sk 4 

Ger, My Lord, I beſeech your Lordſhip, no Love inthe Fair. | 

Bell. How hard is my ition ; who have ſo Cruel a Miſtreſs, and fo de- 
ſerving a Rival and, which is moſt unfortunate, my greateſt Friend too ! 

V4. lathe firſt part of my Charaſter, you do me too mych Honour : but: 
n the later, you are Juſt. Ger: 


(-43') 

Ger. So ; here's a fine Subject for a Love and Honour Poet 1, Put you-are in 
no danger of -him ; for | am reſolv'd to keep my (elf free; and mwchnt to none : 
Methinks tis Airl tread ! how light I am without a-yoke ! 

- - Enter Oldwit. 

0/4. Oh, my little Gatty ! Ha, my Lord ! here's Fleſh and Blood -for you! 
will ſhe not make a rare Bedfellow ? 

Ger. Fy, Sir, what do you mean? Farewel, | [She walk; cut. 

O/4. You muſt both Sup with me, my Lord, and you, Sir. I have had Com. 
pany with me; and we have had ſuch a Diſcourſe about W it : they, of the New 
\Wit,; and 1 of the Old Wit, and my own things I writ in the laſt Age. 

V/ild. Well, and you run 'em down, | make no doubt. 

» Enter Lady Fantaſt, avd Mrs. Fantaſlt. 

La. Fan, Servant, Ladies. 

Mrs. Fan. Oh, Monſieur Le Count, | am o'rejoy'd, to ſee you ſafe ! 

Count. Safe, Medam ! Begar, Trim and Sir Noddy be de two great Coward in- 
deed, and me beata dem like two Dogua ; yes, fait. 

Mrs. Fas. If your pretended paſſion heve Reality, follow -me to our Houſs: 
you arc in danger for my ſake, and I will ſtick to you with my Life and For- 
tune ; come inſtantly, there are Spies upon us, Madam, come away. 


La. Fan. | come, dear Child. Exit La. Fan. and Mrs. Fan. 
Coun. Poor Rogua ! ſhe love me extrememant ! Begar, Monheur /:/dih is an 
Aſs, an me vil have de Ladee for all him. A 


O14. What ? a French Barber end Peruke-maker, and no Count ! Hang him, 
he wou'd not Drink, | thought there was no good in him. 

Wild. lam to beg a Thouſand Pardons of you : 'twas my Frolic, but 'tis 
gone too for ; for, if you don't prevent it, he may marry Mrs. Fantaſ. 

014. Nay, faith, 'tis no great matter if he does: wou'd he cou'd marry the 
Mother too ; for, under the Roſe, never man was {o plagu'd with a covple of 
Impertinent, Fantaſtic Jades, as | with them: And to compleat the Atfliction, 
they muſt pretend to Wit before me, and will allow me to have none ! 

W:1d. 1 bat indeed is moſt uaſuttcrable, The Cunt is very buſie talking with 

Old. Ay, is't not ? the four Ladies, On "T'rim\'s En- 

Entes Trim. trance, be makes up to bim. 

Wild. Now 18 your time, Count, to put an affront upon that Coward. 

Cornt, Lette me alone for dat, Begar, | am amaze, dat de Coward dare 
ſhow his Face any where : Brgar, I vill plucke you by de Nore, becauſe, 
you v0 dare mee a me. 

Trim. nll will make that return which becometh a man of Honour” to do 
in like caſes. He _ bim. "The Ladies ſhrick, and run aw). 

Comnt, Jerny, vat is dis ? vat you do? You Care de Count !. Regar, you 
, ſhow de Breeding, Hold, hold : :yat you do? Monſtcur //difb,, my Lor, ſtand 
by me. He draws, ayd Trim lays bim on : ; He runt awhy, aud ineert Sir Hum 

phry on the other fide of rhe Stage, "who tailzels him thn.” He run 
backward and forward, and js 'Cudgel4 on bith ſides. ' The Conſtable” 
with. a Guayd Enters, and knock; 1tim and Sit Hurmiphty down, 
and the Count eſcapes, pa. 0 | 
1. ir 


. Paſſing good, Yaith ! Come, let's to my Houſe. Ex, Wild.Old & Bell. 
you ſhallgo t 


Conf. Come, Gentlemen, before the Alderm h 

to ond. Diſturbaace in the Fair. rates rTEog 
Trim. Sweet Mr. Conſtable; Sir, 5.5 dr Conible Mr. Conſtable / 
Conft. Away with 'em, | lay. They bale 'exs one. Exeunt, 


— 
——— 


ACT. V. SCENE L 


——_— 


"Oldwit, and Ars. Gertrude. 


Old. Shall have nothiſly but Uproars and Qyarrels in Family : Trim end 
Þ 5 Haemphry have quarcell'd with the Count, ww Madam Fanteff, with 
1 Roe tara r= raguaonermoorts. 0140 5707, n+p fought 
about you, as the Pa ce ſaid; and 1 heard it. 
Gert. How? F t about me! 
Old. So i ſay, 1 ſhall have my faolifh Fatrilly the whole Diſcourſe of this Tit- 
s tle-Tattle Town, Look you, Daughter, I'knew' not of: Mr. Love to 
you ; pare anc Eftates : but Mr. Wildiſhis a Wit, .u great 
+ Wit,” ifaith. I leave you to 
ff Grrs. 1 thank you, Sir : xn] chuſe geicher of 26m, nor any other. 
Old. Thou art fo wild, and ſuch a skittiſh Fillyy you 'be Tanrd /and 
=I Come, come, deterrmne your choice ſuddenly, which they have 
_ Honours ſhall determine them, of Batee| and Murder may enfue a- 
"” -» 
— "Yew tend oats. to believe that. 
andyou ave to fit op Lit and Death : be Look you,” they are coming in 


re ou are to fit upM\ Life and Death : be an Upright Judge, end. mqwe” de- 

ie lay Juſtice ; 1 muſt have an end of this Suit pre, Exit; 
' Gert, A very grave Thdg e ſhall 1 be, we yr ! Fungal 1 = 

do may vye for Wiſdom 20d Sincerity, with the Long Robe; _ vur late Re- 

ay. ſtauration. 

ol Enter Charles. + 

nd Jn = Moons this Letter, which fell from your Ladiſhip accidentally, 

M- ito (00d Tandgggnd in mgetgs-10 Ge you, ua- 

ms _ and tho he the Hand \ Exit. 

ble jy Got How Py Note fallen into his tmnd How unlucky was this | Ha,gone ! 


outh reſembles my SilteTPhiladelphia ! "ws 1s handlomely 
Gee army wm and like a Man of Slog .0 F 
H Extent F 
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Enter Lord Bellamy, and Wildiſh : Charles feos mm after them. 

Wild. Madam, behold a pair of Rivals, hand in hand, and Friends. 

Bell. Who come to proſtrate themſelves at your Feet, and muſt from your 
fair Mouth expect their Doom, 

Char. Oh, ſhe will chuſe my Lord, and I muſt periſh ! [ Afide. 

Wild. To whom ever you ſhall give leave to continue your Servant, the 
other will quietly Retire, and ſuffer his hard Fate with all the Patience that he 
can: But it 1 em Rejeted, 1 ſhall be for ever miſerable. | 

Bell. And to me, Heaven knows, not all the World beſides, can recompence 
the loſs of you. 

Char, Ah me ! [Afide. 

Gert. Are you refolv'd to be in Earneſt, and-wou'd you-make me ſo ? I have 
not yet determin'd to marry any-one. 


Wild. Muſt we then both we on, and try by conſtant Service to obtain your 
Heart ? | 

Gert. No, no : you will oblige me more, if you will both deſiſt. I have 
that Joy in Freedom, that 1 eannot think of parting with it yet. 
| Fell. You are born to Command, and always 'muſt be Free. 

Wild. 1 love ©, Madam, I muſt be your Slave for ever. | , 

Gert, Yes, if you Love, 16 long | may keep you at my Command : but this 
ſame Whorſon Marriage kills all Love, and makes beſt Friends fall out. 

Bell. Nothing can ever make my Love decreaſe. 

Gert. Yes, if | love again : as Fire takes out Fire. 

Wild. Not all your Cruelty cat Tame my Love : which, if it be ſo Raging 
now, what wou'd your Kindneſs make it ? 

oy. Oh, Marriage is a Soveraign Julep; and Thirſt grows leſs apace by 
Drinking, | 

Bell. Not where 'tis a Diſtemper, a Violent'Fever ; as all Love is, ſure. 

Gert, Too violent to laſt, 

#ild. Madam, in ſhort, if you do.not determine which of us ſhall have: leaye 
to ſue, implicitly you giv e it both of us. 

Gert. Is that your Logic, Sir? No: in the firſt place, I never will give you 
leave to make the leaſt Addreſs to me more. 


Char. Oh, ] am loſt ! Swoons, and fall down won a Chair. 
Bell, What's the matter ? - 


Gert. Your Page is in a ſwoon: Help, help! Open his Breaſt. Oh Heaw' ! 
this is a-Woman ! | 5 | 
Bell. 4 Wild, A Woman! 


Gert. She comes to herſelf. 
Char, Oh, Madam, Lam your Sifter : for Heavens Take, conceal me ! 
| [ In whiſper. 
Gere, Run up-privately into my Chamber quickly. Im amaz'd! This is 
Prodigious ! ' x5. ny" 
Bell. A Woman ! Madam, 1 was never ſo ſurpriz'd. wo 


Gert. No doubt, you arc iz'd/: 
of doors in haſte enough, ſurprizd; and ſo was ſhe 1 believe ſhe is run out 
Bel}. 
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Bell. Accurs'd misfortune ! 1 am undone for ever ! 111 haſten and have a full 
gccount of all this matter; 24. 9110 Exit Bafbily. 

Gert. Aſide. I hope , he knew her not. My Siſter ' 'This' is an admirable 
Lover ! Let my wiſe Father keep him to himlf, | have dome with him. 

_ Will you be pleas'd then to begin with me ? 1 am the 4rueſt Lover of 
my Sex. 

Gert. If you are, ll keep you ſo: for, ſhow'd I think of Marrying you, 1 
give _ my Dominion. No, no ; 1 will D6mineetYeven years firſt. 

Wils, '>death Madam, ſeven years! What, do you take me for a Patriarch ; 
ſerve ſeven years? They might ſtay, who begun at Fourſcore' to get Sons and 
Daughters : but | have but a ſhort time to live. 

. Gert. I am ſure, if I ſhou'd Marry you, 1 ſhou'd have but a ſhort time to 
eign, 3 
Wild. Conſider, Madam. 
Gert. 1 have conſider'd : Farewel. Exeant. 
Count, Mrs. Fantaſt. 

Mrs. Fan. How glad 1 am, to ee you fafe ! Your Life is beſet, for my ſake ; 
and I am bound in Honour to protect ir, 

Count, Madam, you haye de great ſhare of Honeur, and de great ſhare of 
de Beautee ; but for de Riyal, I vill beat and kille dem all. 

Mrs. Fqn. They are a greater number, Monſieur, than you jgnagine. «- 

Count. Begar, all dat look upon you are de Rival; butte t makz de 
Love, 1 vill make de Example: 1 had kille two of dem juſt now, but de Fair 
all riſe upon me, and make me make de Retreat. 

_ Mrs. Fan. Heav'n grant you be not bleſſee, Monſieur. has 

Count. Me have no Wound, Madam, but vat you give me- trough de Art : 
de Dangere of de Rival, Morbleu, me defpiz®; me vill runne dem t de 
Bodee dus, in Quart, Second, Tierce; hah, hah; hah. He thrufts with bis draws 
Sword. Butte you can no ſave my Life, if you noLove my Perſon, and 
Marry vid my Perſon, 

Mrs. Fan. Oh je ſuis rouge, you make me bluſh : I fear, you have decolvore 
more of my Tendreſs, than 1 wou'd have had you. *F 

Count, Madammay if you will make me your Husband, you ſtoppe all de 
inſolance of de Rival, and make me appy beyond de Varle : elſe, me vill be 
bound in Honeur to kil'e two tree Rival every day, every day, Madam, aid 
dat vill be Bloody varke ; butte is all one” for dat, if you no Marry vid me, * 
me am deſperate, | | | 

M. Fan. Tho, 1 muſt confeſs, 1 never met ſich Charms in any Perſon.; ye 
1 ſhowd be cenſar'd for being too precipitous, in agrecing ſo ſogg to your Ho- 

nourable Propofals. | 

Count. Yee vill go into France, beyond de Cenftre, to de great 'Chatteau of 
min, as big as Awprong Cvor, vid degreat Canaille, de great Park, &-de grand 
Royalty, vid.ewo nd Chatteau beſide + butte it muſt be ſodain ; 
grand Monarque expecte me, # ** , Bac) 


”"H * 
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Enter Lady Fantaſt. 

L. Fan, Come , Daughter, 1 have been acquainted before with my Lord 
Count's Honourable Paſſion towards you; and he is a Perſon of yundoubted Ex. 
cellence: you have full Ten Thouſand pounds; and I ſhall think your Fortune 
and your Perſon well beſtowd , upon a noble Gentleman of fuch grand 
Nierit. | 

Count. Oh, faire Madamma, you do me de great Honeur : me no care for 

© vionee, it is dePcrion ; dis kope make me all on Flame. Madam, gette de 
Parſon, de Minilter, to diſpatche de buſineile preſantl e, 

L. Fan. Sir, it is Night : 'ti's not de Canonical hour. 

Count. ls all one : de good Roman Catolique Frieſt vill do it preſantlee, 

M. Fan. No, by no means; not till to morrow, Madam. 

Count. Breake de Gold, and make de Contratt den now : dat vill breake de 
Art of all de Rival, and make dem ſneake, like de pitiful Roga, Begar. 

L, Fan. L<tit be fo, Daughter : if by any accident you ſhou'd loſe the Count, 
we were undone, 

M. Fay. Owy ſans doubt, 1 ſhou'd be moſt miſerable. 

; Enter I.uce , and Page to the Count. 

L. Fan. On, Luce, you are come in ſeaſon, 

Luce, My Lord Count, your Page is here to ſpeak with you, 

Count. Let him come in. Hey, Page. Let all be witneſs of de Contraft ; me 
vill be no Fourb, no Frippon. Upon de Knee me Sweare to Marry dis Ladee 
Madam Fam aft, to morrow in de moraing, [He kneels, 

L. Fan, Daughter, you maſt Promiſe : Come, never be aſham'd of fo tran- 
ſcendenta Choice. 

Al. Fan. | am Obedient : I ſwear to marry. this Noble Perſon Monſieur Ie 
Count de Cheveux, to morrow morning. [She kneels: 

Count. Ah, Madamma, now breake de Gold, de Broad Piece ; fo, is done ; 
and now, riſe up ma cher Counteſs: L 

A. Fan. Eb, mon Chere Count ! 

L. Fen. Millions of Joys fall on: you both. I weep for Joy. 

Nich. Maſter, they have got the Report now all over the, Town, that 
are a Barber , and Peruke-makep ; your Equipage is revolt: Mr. Wildiſh's 
Men talk it every where, and my Lord Bellamys Men and 'tis in eyery Body's 
mouth. | & + 

Count. Begar, dey be de Rogua, de Scoundrella : but begon from dis Houle, 
and be ſeen no __ nere ; and ſay, you can no finde me. [Exit Page. 

M. Fan Some 's comi ; a Rival, | believe ; [4 noiſe of /ome com 
Pray, go into my Cloet k _— he 

Count. Where, where is de Cloſet ? Begar, I vou'd kille de lival before your 
Face, but is not Decent, Madam. 

A. Fan. Madam, 1 beſeech you entertain 'em , while I retire with. on cher 
Count. [They reive inte the Cloſer, where chey peep ont to iſt ems 

Trim. 

Trim. Madam, 1 kiſs your Llliſhips fair hands. 


» &. Fan. Your Servant, ſweet Mr, Trims. 


: 
. 
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Trim. Ceud'd I think to have liv'd tohave ſeen this inauſpitious Day, who tad 
ſo long admir'd the Beauty, and ador'd the Mind of my Divine ren That1, 
having devoted not only my Heart, but all the Aftions of my Life'to her Ser- 
- vice, ſhou'd be thus Sacrific'd to a Frenchman |! 

L. Fan. "Tis a molt fatal Miſtake : ſhe bears a moſt profound Reſpett towards 
the worthy Mr. Tram. 

Trim. At his firſt approach, herſad indifference appear in the Bud, which 
ſince has ſprouted up to compleat Scorn ; And all for this Frenchman, this falſe 
Count, this Impoſtor ! 

L. Fan. How ! Falſe Count ! 

Count. Lette me go: Begar, | vill runn&him trough de Bodee. 

M. Fan. You ſhall not-ſtir. , 

Trim. Yes; he is a falſe Count, and a true Barber and Peruke. maker. 

Count. _ ,dam Rogue, make de great Lye of me! Lette me go, Madamma; 
me vill kille de Rogue, for dis affront. + 

M. Fan. 1 will not part with you out of my Arms. 

L. Fan. Sir, be not fo temerarious : he is one of the Nobleſs, and his Nature's 
yindicative in Honour's Cauſe, 

Trim, Hang him, Snip-ſnap Rogue, I contemn him ; I Challeng'd him : he 
is a Coward, and durſt-not anſwer my Chartel to meet me ; for which, 1 exer- 
cis'd him plentifully with this numerical Cane. - 

Count. O de dam Lye Rogue! Begar, me muſt kille him, *for mine Honeur: 
Morbleu, Madamma, me did beata dis Raſcal, like de Spanicl Dogue, indeed. 

M. Fan. Let him Lye on : Fil revenge its 

L. Fan. You muſt pardon me, Sir, if | give not Credit to what you ſay: 1am 
_— he's as brave a Gentleman as e're drew Sword, and- a great Com- 
mander. 

Trim, | do averr, That he's a Barber in Pickadilly. | | 

L. Fan, Ha, ha, ha: that's a Jeſt ! My Daughter and I miſtake in Breeding 


and Quality ! 
Emer Sir Humphrey. - 
Sir Hum: Oh, lam come to vent my juſt Reſentments, for the Slight 
your Daughter has me for this damn'd Raſcally Count, whom I tweak'd 


by the Noſe laſt Night. 1 d him : he dar'd not meet ; but, by Croſs- 
biting, made Fack here, little Feck and me meet, and fall out; and you ſaw 
me give him his Life, | 

Trim. \f you hold your own at any rate, boaſt not once more : if you perfift, 
you will awaken my Fury till it may deſtroy you. | 

Sir Hum. Prethee, Fack, hold thy peace : thou art the peeviſhelt Fellow? But 
afier all, this Count of yours is a Rogue, a Cheat ; he's a Barber in Pickadily. 

L: Fan. Ha, ha, ba: as if my Dayghter and 1 cou'd"take a. Barber for a - 
Count ! Ha, ha, ha M  GtRG ; | | 

Sir Hum. Udsbud, this Fellow's @Barber :- I can prove it him: | 

Count. Oh, Madamma , me beg upon de Knee dat you vill lette.me but kill 
deſe two , and me vill kille. no more , upon mine Honeur. De Devil can n0- 
make de Lye io. ns one 2 " = 


(.54) 


Sir Hum. Nay, Gad take me, 1 don't much care; I have a good Eſtate, and 
I ſhall have Women enough Court me , where | need- not apprehend a- French 
Count, made of a Barber ard a Peruke-maker ; a damn'd Coward too, that 
durſt not meet me ; but I Cudgel'd him ſo in the Fair, Feck, hah ! that he will | 
not be very Active awhile. 

Count. Ah, Madam, dey provoke me beyonde de Pa iance. 

Mrs. Fan. Go in, 1 ſay ; and let me alone with them. - [She locks bim in, 

I have over-heard you; and wonder much you dare Calumniate a Perſon of 
ſuch Breeding, Quality, and Honour, as the Count ! Your Lives were not worth 
a Farthing, if he heard you. 1s this like Gentlemen ? l 

Sir Hum. Honour ! hang him, Seoundrel : Gad take me, I Cudgel'd him, 
till my Arm akes; a damn'd Cowardly Barber and Peruke-maker. 

Trim. And | chaſtisd him in like manner moſtexorbitantly. 

4 M. Fan. You are infolent, thus to Traduce a Perſon of his Worth ! 

L. Fan. Call you this Breeding ; to Challenge and abuſe a Perſon of Quality 
in my Houſe, for his Gallantry to my Daughter ? 

M. Fan. How dare you commit the Infolence , to Challenge a Perſon whom 
I favour ? and then to blacken his unſpotted Fame ? when 1 know you dare not 
meet him, and he cudgeld you. 

Trim. Admir'd Dorinda, the Faculties of whoſe noble Soul did uſe to ſhine 
more bright, than to be led into ſo groſs an Error as to miſtake a Barber for a 
Coint 

M. Fan. Ha, ha, ha : My Lady and I miſtake Breeding and Quality, and - 


take a Barber for a Nobleman ! Afondiev, this w Malice , meer Envy of my 
Favours. . 
L.. Fan, If my Daughter and I can miſtake in ſuch material: Points, who can 


be Judges ? 
Sir Hum. Nay, ſor my part, Madam, if you muſt love a Cudgel'd Barber, 
and take him for a valiant Count ; make much of him, 1 ſhall deſiſt: there are 
more Ladies, Heav'n be thanked, ; 
Trim. Yes, Sir, there are-more Ladies : but, if any man affirms, that my 
fair Dorinda has an Equal ; I thus fling down my Glove, and do demand the 
Combat for her Honour. This is a nice point of Honour 1 have hit. . Er 
ac 


er Hum, Why , Jack, Tack , nown Jack; what , art thou Mad? Tack, 
Yack | 
Trim. Prethee Jack me go Jacks ; but ſpeak with Honourtf my Milſtrels, of 
Draw. ' 
L. Fan. What, more Quarrels in my Houſle-/ | 
© Sir Hum. Prethee, Fack : why, | gave thee thy Life, Man. W hat,..a Devil, 


if you be fo peeviſh. Fare you well,- Ladies, your humble Servant : and a Pox 
of all Cowardly French Peruke- makers, 1 ſay, -. | 
M. Fan. Quell inſolance ! I will not hear his Honour leſſen'd (6. mow. 
: Tries 'Tis an undoubted Verity:, moſt incvitably. true, that he: is. a Barber, 
ladam, , as) 
M. Fan. Tis falſe. *'Tis the baſeſt malice to blacken men in abſence ; he is@ 
Perſon, in whom all Charms are met. * SET. 
Trim. fe Charms ! Alas, Dorinda, whither do you ſtray ? M. Fan, 


7 


© 


- 
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M. Fan. Begon : avoid my Preſence. - ” 
' Trim. Can My Derinds. woo 

M. Fan. I ſay, begon, 

Trim. Will'you not hear? 

M. Fan. No, 

Trim, 1 obey : I ſay no more-at preſent. [Ex#. 

M. Fan. Monſieur, my dear Count come forth. 

Count. Ah, Madam ma Chere, -mine Honeur ! de Barbier ! de Peruke-man ! 
Morbleu, vy do dey no calle me de Tinkre , de Jugler, vat dey vill? If you 
pleaſe let: me kille deſe two Rogua, you vill gblige me ver muih indeed , my 
dear Countels. " | 

M. Fan. Wou'd you kill me, by bringing your ſelf into that Danger ? No; 
Let the happy Lovers, Love and. Revel : _ 

m— Hi ſunt de pace triumph, 
Bella gerent 'al 10s, 

L: Fan, Here's ſome coming : keep.my Lord Count in your Lodging,till Three 
in the morning, I will have a Coach ready to carry you to be Marry'd. 

Count. 1 beſeech you, let me but kill oneRogua. 

M. Fan. In, into the Cloſer. ' 1 

Count. But one, Madam, Calle de Count, de Barbier | Jerny bleu, vat is dis ? 


Enter Oldwit. 


wn Pu moe is my moſt Wiſe and Subtle Spouſe, with her Witty well Bred 
Daughter ? $054 , | | 

L. Fan. What have you to do with Wit,-or Breeding ? ; 

Old, Such counterfeit Breeding and falſe Wit, as you, old doting Fop, with 
the moſt AﬀeCted and Fantaſtick Thing your Daughter do poſſeſs, 1 utterly 
renounce. ; ha 

L. 'Fan. What fays the Antiquated Wit, - with his Shreds of old Poets ? 

Mrs. Fan. Helas ! you be de very fine Judge indeed ! Ha, ha, ha. 

Old. Judge; ha, ha, ha! Have a care of loſing your ages. babes you 
have gotten another Language. But, 'do you hear ? In earneſt, do-you two . 
think that you two have either Wit, or Breeding ? £4 

Mys. Fan. Think | we know we have: and that you want both, is too evie 
dent by your Queſtion. Hh 

L. Fen. Yes, thou old Lumber full of -Frippery, we have + While, Heay'a 
krows, you have neither. } J's | | 

Old. Ounds; "what, Ino Wit? - 
IL Fan. No. | 

Mys. Fan. No. 

Old. No, no ! why, thou piece of Clock-work, © thou haſt no-Teeth; no - 
Hair, no Eye-brows, ns Cogyrows, but what coſt thee Maney : and, but 
for }ron Bodice, art-as as a Bugle Horn; and I have made an -Epi- 
gram upon thee, | | | 
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She's bent, like a Nine-pence ; -and had been quite broken, * 
Had not Nature intended the Devil a-Token : 
Sure, Heav'n in its Indignation hath made her, 
And in her Mam's crooked Paunch Neck and Heels laid her. 
There's Wit, old Sybil, for thee. | 

L. Fan. That VVit, you filly old Fumbler ! You are an Opprobramy to the 
name of VVit, thou ill-bred old Sor. 

Mrs, Fan. You a VVit ! Eh Gud ! The very Spirit of Grabſftreer Reigns in 

Ou. 

Old. Thon young Fezebel, with nothing natural about thee ! thou look'ſt as + 
if thou wert painted by ſome leud Painter for the Sign of Folly, with ſuch turn. 
ing up of Eyes, and ſcrewing of Faces, with Convulſions in your Mouth : - 

She makes wry Mouths, and chews every word, | 
Like an old Sow, that ſimpereth with a new T ——— 
You underſtand me, There's VVit for you both now, you Brace of Flirts, 
Ino Wit, quoth they : ' 

Mrs. Fan. If Rudeneſs, Railing, and Ill Breeding, may paſs for Wit, you are 
plentifully endu'd ; but 1 deſpiſe ir, 

L. Fan. An old Soaker, with a white Head, a red Face, a Brain clouded 
with Fumes, and empty of Wit, full of Whims and 


Old. Come, come, you brace of Fopdoodles, where's your French Parber 


you are both ſo fond of; and you are to Marry, Mrs. Wit? A pox on him: BF 


| if he cou'd Marry you both, with all my Heart, 

L. Fan. What, have yougotten that filly ſtory too? Ha, ha. 

Mrs. Fan. This is'rais'd by ſome London Wit, fome Laugher « They call it 
Shamming, ' | . # VÞ 

L. Fan. & Mrs. Fan, A Barber ! Ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs Fan. Can we be deceiv'd in Quality and;Breeding ? 
On Not know a Mechanick, a Barber, from a noble Count ? 
kely. | ' » Both x 
Old. mocking them, Ha, ha, ha ! You moſt abominable brace of Conceited, 
Aﬀected Fools! What a Pox, my Houſe will become Ridiculous, the Scotn 
and Laughter of the whole Country : Here are Twenty People in Town, 
prove he is a Barber. | 

L. Fan. Go, Doatard, go : A Barber ! Ha; ha, ha ! ' 

A. Fas. © filly; a Barber ! Ha, hr, he. Aondics. A. = 

Old. Ounds, you make me Mad, you moſt incorrigible pair of Fools, - Well, { 
for once, PII take more care of you, than you of your - ſelf : '}1/ have this * 
Rogue Barber, if he be above ground, and make an Example of him; [LEx#. 

O14, Here's one car tel} you who your Count is, | 09-6" 4W 

Witd. Why, hes my cr, and he is a Barber 2 1 put him upon 
this Frolick, thinking to make Sport in the timeof the Fair; but never uhought 
it wou'd have come to Earneſt. my 

L. Fan. Ha, ha, ha : this is finely d on indeed ! | 

M. Fan. Envy, Malice ! Believe a Wit! a Jeerer ! a Scoffer 1 a Sham- 
mer / ha, ha, ha. | "2 


Y 


, Fcannot find him. 


: 
[2 
z7 
Ir 


abt 


Hh. 


TH: 
25] 
"- 


If 
it 


wh 


y': 


you, Ill have - 
our- Husband 


FER 


you ſhall ſee 
, let's go. 
, or other ; 


lor: 


of t 
wicked 


pleas , but 


to dis Ladee's Hueben.? Ha ! Morbleu / 
+; aqaks 1 warrant 
Come, 
7H 


and have him in the 


h Wood, I warrant you. 


_ 


LAKES: 


while 
Sifter 
will, 
but 
tly miſcrable 


ey 


at you 


V 
haſte and 
Gerirude, 


is gone with 
not my Siſter, 


ill do 


bole nd 
ws 


the of 
ſome melancholy 
ly Fair ! 
behold you, 
have done me, o'rewhelms me with fuch 


out. | 
: and Lord 
'd me with 


ia 
you: 1 never 


gone 
found out 

Sh x 
I 


[ look on 
w little 1 deſerve, 1 cannot bear it: But,” Ma- _ 


your Eyes 
been then 
what 


ſeen 
—_— 


Rnd 


_—_—_ 


JZpeda 


(453) 
dam, I will never riſe from hence, tall yaw hve pueoris whe fat erery.Com- 
'mand 1 had the  Impudence tg lay upon you. 

Phil. There is no colour for a Pardon 1 owe you all-the, Thanks Lam cape- 
ble of expreſſing ; and 1: can forgive all the World; 'but-my (elf ' 1 beſbech 
your Lordſhip, impute the raſhneſs of my Condut'to my Madneſs g that Mad- 
neſs which my Father drove me to, who woy'dhaye forc'd me to marry a'\Fop 
I hated :. You I had (cen in public places vſten, be mrragrdegs » rudite.you, 
| know not,; pray think the beſt, A aun 1 1% ven 

Gert. Come, Siſter, Comfort your lf; ſuch things hag. been done't'the 
knowledge of this is in a narrow compals ; -you differ from your Rlf.{@ inithis 
habit, you cannot be known to have worn the othets- | ! 

Bell, lt is ſo much to my Advantage, that I will' enquire: no- farthee of 'the 
Cauſe ; but ſuch it is, that makes me owe \my Life, and; all J' have: (6 you : 

which 1 Thall proſtrate at your Feet 

Phil. My Kinſwoman, my Lady Loveland, jk aſſiſted me in my raſh 
deſign ; but that, { Diſtracted) how not how, fhe thought 1 wou'd have kill'd 
my lelf had ſhe not anſwer'd my defires;- $ ' 

Bell. 000d og s 0n her, 

Phil. My Lord, I bel you, « do me the- right to- believe, That | intended 
to have dy'd ere you ſhou'd. have diſcover me ;+ far:fo,, Heav'nknows, 4 did. 

Bel). "That was unkindly deſign'd,. to lock up my <dief ——_ 

Gert, Here are ſome coring ; pray-retire quickly, and Phil. retire. 
This is a happy turn ! The Houſe is in ſome Uproar, whatete's the —_ 

Emer Lady Fantaſt, Mrs. Fantaſt, and four Laid! LING 

L, Fas. 'Tis true ; this damn'd Count is a Barber !- "The Barber i in Goobarew 
knows him, .and has ſeen him; often at Lowdon. 

Mrs. Fan. | am undone for ever ! Loſt ? Wretched Miſerable ! oh me! 'I 
will hide my Head within ſome Hole, and ne'r be ſeen again.” . 

Gert. How? what, this man of Qualicy and Bovoding, | a Barbent | 

L. Fan. What's that to you, . Minx ?- *") 

Gere. Cou'd you miſtake in Quality, and Breeding ! | 

Mrs. Fan, Oh, Impertinante ! nt x 

x Ls. \What, marry'd to-a Barber ! 

Gert, How z Marry'd ! 

2 Ls, What pity *as ?- 


- Emter Count. 2 

Mrs.Fan. Oh, 1 ſhall burſt! He 's not my Husband': Lodly-ſaid-ſo, for fear 
my, Father- in-law and Wildiſb ſhou'd have Murder'd him in their Rage. 

Connt, Vat, you:Renounce me ? Begar, we vill make ; you know, dat cog 
am your Husband. 

Mrs. Fan. "Avant, theu Impudent Fellow. | 

Gert, 1 cou'd burſt my Spleen at. this ; but, I haye mags firious buſiceſs Ext. 

Enter Oldwit,® 

Count, 18 all one, Morbley, if you: no letta mms have. your Perſon, me vill 

kave your. Monec , Teſtebleu. on 


vill 


Ws.. 


= 01, NT Er ever. 


wall -Girt. Pray; $ig, down 67 your-Rnees orice more. '{ Enter: Ms. GeritudeſO#:- 


"62 SS L fa 6 kf Aa tori ins, ahd have Officers 
now fo Si au le, Sir hi quo Eats,” and wig you whipt. 

Count. |s all 4 6 for wn me vill loose de two Eare, and be wippe two, 
tree, four. time, . fgr Ten Touſan pound; and, begar, me vill have de Portion, 
do vat you yiL 

Old, Enter : here, take him a 7 to Jayl.CO s Enter and bal: the Count away. 

3 33 "Tis ne great matter : ſhe'was a \ Fantaftick Creature, 

Nay, for my part; 1, am glad on't,.. 
Enter T rim, "and Sir Humphrey, 


| Fo How ſhneakingly he looks ”He is but a pitiful Fellow ! 
2 He looks figea barber; ; aethinks : Lord, that 1 ſhou'd not diſcover 
it gb 6:48 1 0 Y ; 
Lady. Think, T' was bewitelrs, for-my | -& 
4  # That | ſhou'd ever tak ko be Count ! | 
- "From "Madath, as in. Duty bound, +wiſh you in your Choice. © 
Sir Hum," Madam, much Joy to ybu, 'and your Count Barber : "Ha, ha, ha. 
AM. ory PII riin'away,! had"neviy foe this Face of Man again. ' ' © [Exit 
L. Fay. Mr. Oldwit, farewel; Let me. have my Conch, ll never ite Bury, 
or Fo; -affer. this *-T/70 "1 & ASSL DO 46 
01d. Who waits t the Cound fix Morte to the Door ; - 
Grooms,” POY 344 


Veiready! iiftatcly: 


” Fry Br: bh ge 
FY þ- ; bard ſhall fr plagu'd' with 
ED; peer Aildils., *. 
your Knees®?. 3 ''s wt. 115 
Ohh ap; faith atih cevir had-mafe Reaſon in my life. | ) 
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(104 $.col vm 1 maar v3 hf —— and Lord Bellamy i. 

Ola. Say thou (o, frly Girl ? *- E, pt 4 fa 

Gert, Do you know this Face ? 

Of. My Daughter ! OkHeav'nat Ten Thouſand Welcotns *S many Ble(- 
ſings on thy Head ! Riſe, dear Child, where haſt thou been | ? when did'ft 'thou 
come ? which way:2-Famr&rioy' tl | qe >ds 3 

Gert. Asktho Quettions'; ' tis no re to na Queſtions here ſhe is. 

Old. Canſt thou forgive me; Child ? Il ne'r your more to force thy In» 
clinations : Thou art free. 

Phi. 'Tis I nwuſt agk your —_— Sir, 

Old. Oh, name it not, 

Bell. Now, Sir, can you 
on my Knees ? 

Old. How's this? 1 am amaz 
came this about ? 


' what you loveſo dearly ? If o, 1 beg het 
mv 5 / 

? aſtoniſh'd! my Head turns round! How 
Bel. 


I 2 


( 6) 
Bell. By Love and Fate , that Govern every thing. 1 lord the Doughyer x 
while owe loſt ro you and me : and, if ſhe will accept of me, I have all 1 
with on Earth. 
O14. Have | my Senſes, my Lord? 
Gert. Again asking Queſtions ! Come, come, 'do the Duty of a Father, and 
beſtow your Daughter, when ſhe hay, like a free Woman, choſen for her ſelf 
Old. My Head turns round ! but come, Daughter : are you willing, Phil. ? 
Phil. Yes ; here | will Obey. [Gives her hand, 
Old. All Joy be with you. 1 am not my ſelf! 
Wild. Joy to mv Friend. This is a happy Turn! 
Bel. | was Paſſionate te Marry the Siſter , becauſe | lov'd her ; but 1 
think it more reaſonable to Marry this, becauſe ſhe loves me: | 
O14, Call all my Servants, lay down all my Meat to the Fire, (ﬆ all my Hog- 
ſheads abroach : Call in the Fidlers; let's Revel for a Month at leaft. 
Emer Servants. 
Wild. Hold, hold, Sir, a little. Madam, Madam. [ Pull; Gert, by the Sleeve, 
Gert. Have you any thing to ſay to me ? 
Wild. Can you find in your Heart to diſpoſe of your Siſter to my Friend, 
and not —_— Self to me ? | .. 
Gerr, Time enough to think on that, after have tam'd you, and brought 
, you up to hand : you are too Wild for me, a great deal. 
- . Come, Daughter, let me perſuade you : Let it be a general Night 
Joy | 


Gers. I think 1 had as good: he-is the moſt Importunate Lever, 1 ſhall never 
be quiet for him, Well, | will-Diſſemble no longer : here's my Hand. 
Wild. And here's my Heart : which you ſhall ever Reign in, while | live.. 


1 Gert. No Raptures. And know, for all my ing, I can obey, as well as 
er a meck, fimpering Milkſop on 'emall ; and have ever”held Now refifavce © 
Podtrine fit for all Wives, tho for nobody elle. w/v 


and ſet the Bells a going in both Churches : Call in all my Neighbours, 
bim hang'd that's Sober to Night :- let every Room in my eb 


; Roary 
; = ray Town awake. Here are the Fiddles : co ey 


O14. Callin the Fiddlers : 1 am Tranſported ! I am all Air ! Sirrah, go 


Let all this Night be'Ypent in Mirth, and Wine. LDance. 
Let's loſe no part of it in beaftly . 3#*, T9 , 

This is the " Day of all my Life; 

Pve foun.| my 


- and have loſt my Wiſe. 


_- 
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LT EPILOGU E. 


Spoken by Mrs. Mountfort. 


[| Was exr Authors Advocate aft year, 

] And then ye very gentle did aa; 

To him ye now more 

Eight months be bas been fick, and wel we know 

How very little a fick man cax do. 

But could he Write with never ſo mach Wit, 

He an defpeis of ſeeing a full Pix : | 

Moſt of our conſtant Friends have left the Town, 

Bravely to ſerve their wm, 1): eget 

Our Theatre muſt 

yr manger gar retars. 

Soft Mer of Peace wok acted 

Dar iew ns 1h theyd but come : 

e elſewhere in throngs 

TT enpies OM 

Here Years a Knave, 

Strrves gomdye with one foot in the Grave. : 

— way oe 

Againſt the Soveraign Aut our 

2+ who rote Weftward at leaſt ten miles down, . 

Some made Blue Coats at bim, a»d ftaid in Town. 

Al theſe would bave » © if they 

Had to this Glorious preper4 the way : 
wakengy Haus place, , 

ate . 


They xe oryrien eracmngn ef an 2 
mn ond thee complain 


NT 


$ PF xXaF 


= —— —_— —— 


Fox ont, things go mot well, 14 change my fide, — fr 
I thought rok for my gear Warth provide.” P My 
Pray have leſs Vanity, and learn more Wit, 

Come here, we've Places of = maſt fit e 

Within our empty Boxes and our Fit. 

But you wm to hiſs, pray keep away, 

And try to Write before you dann a Play ; 

'Twill then ſo bard a task to you appear, 

Tou will not have the Heart to be ſevere, 
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by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by A. Behr. - 
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